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PREFACE. 



The following tal& is not intended to describe a model 
schoolmaster, a model school, or a model Clergyman, but 
only su.ch a^ we mor^ usually .find. them in life. In this 
day many a young -maa goes out as a schoolmaster, con- 
scientious, anxious to do his duty, easily discouraged, and 
filled with many expectations .which experience must de- 
stroy ; full of high-wrought sensitiveness, and views of 
their social requirements, peculiarly belonging to the day 
we live in : it is to help and encoiirage such as they are, 
that the following pages were written. 

Sept. 12, 1854. 
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WALTER, THE SCHOOLMASTER. 



HLOBEnT AJfTD HiaiBt. 

L^VS (m an October erening thef ooaoh dmve uato the 
village of ULersly, full iBside and out : it BwiiHg o?er the 
biid^e that spanned the deep clear river^ nmt>ing out? 
of tite de^ shade of the woodfr wUoh clothed the hiUv 
£»* nkimy mdesw The coach had jtist passed the ehurch^ 
whose fffej tower was scarcely visible in the qnicklj* 
advancing twilight, but it spoke of its prescfoce by the 
dear tones df &e eloek stnkinj^ six. The) evenitig was 
cool and dewy, and the sound of straggilisig children b^ 
bitrdly died away in the drowsy distanee. The coach 
stopped before a small oottagey through the low^ window 
of whick gleamed the ruddy light of a oaadle. The oiut- 
side piassengers saw into a room, full of snug fiiimiture^ 
tea on the table, and a bkzing fire shining with red light 
OQ the picturfBS on the opposite wall* A young man goi 
off the eoaehy with » box and a carpet-bag. It was ma 
all ; he was just beginning life ; ne was eome to be 
schoolmaster. The cottage wis his house, and the clefw 
fijyaiai^ who for certain reasons felt an interest in himy 
had had everything prepared £br him» 

Walter Layton was fair and pale^ sHehtiy lame^ very 
siekiy-loohing, and had an expressiosi of sa^ess^ But 
no one knew anything of his history : — ^there be was^ How 
wduldhedol 
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"I have beaten that boy while I could stand over 
him," said a short, square, dark-haired man, with a white 
neckcloth and grey dressing-gown-looking coat, black 
trousers, and a pen oehind his ear (he was the old school- 
master, just going to leave, and he was giving last 
instructions to Wfdter) : " yes, while I could stand over 
him; he is a bad, incorrigible, obstinate fellow, that's 
what he is;" and as he spoke he dug his nails into 
the head of a boy on the form, who was staring up over a 
large card &om which he was learning, with his under lip 
dropping, his black eye looking peeringly and wickedly 
quick, his dark hair uncombed nangins in flakes over 
a large, dirty, brown-hoUand pindoth, which might have 
covered anythino; or nothing. The dig in his head made 
him quail and look odd ; a flash of temper, vindictive 
temper, crossed his face, as the tear burst firom his eye. 
' " Tou will, sir, will you? eh, sir?" said the man, 
ae;ain striking him ; " you will, sir, eh ?" and the little 
black schoolmaster turned to Walter and said: ''Ah, 
he's not as sharp as he might be, folks say ; but I think 
he's more knave than fool ; he's sharp enough for what is 
bad. I've done my best with him; I hope you'll sue- 
^Aftd nottAT* ' 

« I hope I shall," thought Walter; "but I don't 
think it will be by those means." 

"Eobert, bring me your copy-book," said the little 
man. " This, sir, is my best, my very best pupil," as 
a short, pretty»looking, dark-eyed boy, brimming over 
with self-confldence and conceit, strutted to a cupboard 
for his copy-book, hitting two little boys in his way, and 
coming back beaming with smiles, with a bold, fearless 

5 lance, gazing full at Walter, with every part of his 
ody, down to his well-blacked shoes, partaking of an air 
of neatness. " You'll find him, sir, I say, your very 
best ; there's no one teaches like Bobert. He's out and 
out the best monitor, keeps them all in such order. G-o 
and show how, Eobert," said he, as the boy sprang to 
the class. " You'U find none like him," said the master 
as he went off. 

" From all appearances, not," thought Walter; but he 
said only, " Just so." 
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The boy read and showed off. 

" Go and teach that class in the comer, sir," said the 
master, with a tone of unnecessary severity. The boy 
quickly obeyed ; and the first result was a violent pull of 
the ear to a little boy who was sitting drowsily over 
a dirty card, enveloped in a vast pincloth, and looking 
the picture of sadness. 

"Sit up," said the sharp boy, and seized the card and 
proceeded to call letters in the alphabet, while he pointed 
with his stick to the board, and looked all the time at the 
masters, old and new ; so that when the poor child said 
right, the bright yoimg gentleman thought he said wrong, 
and hit him on the head. The child screamed. 

"Hit him again," cried the master; "that child is 
always disturbing; really children should not come to 
school in his condition; — should they, sir?" said he, 
turning to Walter. " His mother died last week, and 
the child is always fretting after her; but such things 
must be put down, must they not ? There's no time for 
fretting in this life, it must be put down." 

"Walter did not quite assent, but he said nothing. He?- 
thought he should treat each case differently. We shall 
see. 

The little man seemed highly pleased at his introduction 
of Walter to his new sphere. The schoolroom was a 
pattern schoolroom, red Drick with white stone mould- 
ings. The inner walls cold, stiff, and strong, covered 
with physical maps, comparative quadrupeds, large printed 
sentences, ploughs and telescopes in painted charts, odd- 
lookins; things like coloured beads strung on gridirons ; 
everything was in its place : the forms cut to a nicety, the 
master's desk clean, polished and dignified ; in fact the 
room and the boys were as unlike a cottage or a farm 
and cottiers and fiEomers as could be, and this makes a 
model schoolroom. Walter once saw a dame's school 
in Derbyshire, and could not help being quite struck 
with it; there was a simplicity about it, a suitability 
to the after-scenes of village life, a rustic kindness, a 
sentle affectionate respect shown to the clergyman when 
he came in, "which seemed so like Christianity," thought 
Walter. But of course he was wrong : it might have 
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suited seventeenth-oentuiy Cbristianityy not mneteeoith- 
eentury religioQ ; ao he kt his impreeeioiis smotiier, and 
aaid nothing. 

There was something about the stiff fonns, and stiff 
. walls, and stiff windows^ all at angles, which made Walter's 
young inexperienced mind think that the character whicfat 
would come out of it all would be stiffi^ too ; and tbei 
idea of the old dame's school seemed so foolishly pleasant 
to him, with its respectful little children, all piial>le» and 
soft, and simple, and natural. But never mind; time 
will show how wrong Walter is. 

The little master had just done showing off and ex- 
plaining the theories of education which had been a» 
successful in his hands. The clever boy had sprung into 
his place, and stood apposite like a laughing statue^ alL 
cfparkle and life ; be moved like a figure in cloekwori^ 
everything iai him was mechanical — the embryo pupil- 
teacner. 

^ No^ sir, it is the mothi^rs who do aU the barm ia 
a boy's school ; mothers are the great bane of the seihool<» 
master^ It's a great pity, a great^ great pity, those 
mothers^ pity they * must be.' " 

Walter thought quietly to himself, as he looked round 
the room, that he did not quite know how a room oovld 
be so full of boys without them ; but he said nothins. 
Perhaps if he had lived in Uncle Tom's daya be would, 
have remembered a solution for the anti-maternal school- 
master's problem about umnothered bovsy and '' 'spected 
they growed ;" but Topsy had not lived then, so W aher 
remained in isnoronce how boys were to exist without, 
mothers. WsSter had had a mother ; she was dead now, 
and her body lay silent under ground. She had bean 
more than life to him, and all W alter had be owed to 
her. She had watched him from his infant houn^ trained 
his wandering mind^ borne with his iaafirmitiea» been 
patient through countiess hours of trial with him» and 
above all, through everything had loved him with a love 
passing words* She was gone now : she was. only buried 
six weeks aso^ and a tear half sprung to the young msoBi'a 
eye as he thought of what a mother might be to a boy ; 
but he reflected, that he was singular, and boys were 



not to love their motheiB in great nineteenth-oentuiy 
schools. 

**Noy sir*; mothers " said the little tnan, musing 

orer the subject of his indignation. A tap was heard at 
the door, and the little man, with a loud voice, said, 
" Come in." 

The door slowly opened, and two figures were seen on 
the step ; one was a woman dressed in widow's weed% 
very shabby, hardly black, brown with wearing; the face> 
hidden within the rolls of the neat white cap, was wan 
and sorrowful, exceeding sad. She was leaning down and 
whispering in the ear of a boy dressed also in black — 
shabby black, with a frill round his neck, and £Eur hair 
eombed neatly orer a clean, pale face, and soft, sentle^ 
blue eyes. His trousers were short, and white darned 
stockings appeared between them and the black shoes, 
which had been mended over and over again. A basket 
hung on his arm. 

'*Make a bow to the gentleman," said the soft, sad 
voice of the widow. The boy coloured and bowed. 

" If you please, sir," said the woman, " I brought Henry 
with me, for he is late this morning £rom my fault : I was 
obliged to keep him to work for me, as I was not well, 
and he was afraid to come without me to explain ; so I 
hope, sir, vou will pass it over." 

The widow had done, and Walter was looking at her 
pale fsuoe, when the little man be^an with a powerful 
voice : " Oh — not well— oh — ah ! GHiere may be a reason 
there ; but it is against rules — against rules, good woman* 
I have no objection to be lenient, but it is against true 
discipline. Well, I must pass it over this time: — sit 
down, sir," said he to the trembling bov, who crouchingly 
took his place behind the door.-— ^ That will do, good 
woman," said the master sharply. 

** I hope Henry is a good boy, sir," said she. 

'^Not ovev much of that," said the master; '^ there's 
room for improvement, plenty — ^idle, stupid, and heavy-^ 
he's spoilt at home, I am afraid." 

The master did not seem to be likely to say much to 
enoourage the widow^ and she retired with a sigh, and the 
door shut. 
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Walter thought, " Why does he speak of the boy's 
faults, even if he has them, so loudly, and before them 
«J1 ? Can it do him good P — it seems so indelicate." 
Poor Walter ! — ^reader, forgive him : he was scarcely 
freed yet from the school of nature, and was learning to 
be an English nineteenth-century schoolmaster. 

** There, sir, you see," said the pedagogue, as the door 
closed, " these mothers always hinder us. She is a poor 
sickly widow, always pining, and spoils this bov shame- 
fully. Such ill-judged indidgence is melancholy," con- 
tinued the little man, dwelling on the word. 

Walter felt very awkward, for he saw the poor boy 
looking up at hearmg his mother spoken of thus freely, 
and he could not help saying, '* She seems a widow, and 
still in sorrow, and the boy seems delicate." 

" Sorrow — delicate !" cried the instructor. " My dear 
sir, these are not the words for us schoolmasters : we 
have not time to attend to such thoughts as they are ; 
we must cut all by one rule. — Learn your lesson there, 
sir," cried he, addressing the widow's son; "learn your 
lesson : you are late alr^y, and I shall show no mercy." 

" It was not his fault," said Walter, for the words rose 
involuntarily to his lips at the harsh command. " What 
are the punishments you use ?" asked Walter. 

" Oh, various," answered the man ; " according^ to the 
case. Por inattention to lessons I cane ; for being late 
I pull the ears ; for anything approaching to lying or dis- 
obedience, or being home-sick, I flog ; for speaking above 
a whisper in school-time — flog ; for disrespect — flog." 

" Oh," said Walter, " much the same for all." 

"Yes, with modifications." 

" You make no difference in characters ?" 

"Character, my dear sir? there is no difference in 
boys' characters." 

"None?" 

" No, sir, none ; you will find that ;. and if there were, 
we have no time to attend to it." 

Walter cast his eyes round the room, and his eyes 
wandered over the many faces before him. If that sharp 
Eobert were the same character as yonder blushing child 
behind the door, Walter was much mistaken. 
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** How often in the day does the clergyman come in ?*' 
asked Waiter. 

" Oh, too often a great deal. The school, you know, 
is in the hands of trustees, and Mr. Mordaunt is only 
one of six, and he ought only to do his share ; he does 
jGiir more than his sixth part. I give him no encourage- 
ment, and I wonder from my heart that good Mr. G^ihbs 
allows it. He is a meddler — a dictating meddler, and 
draws off the children's minds: he spoils, sir, spoils, 
makes distinctions ; for instance, he's inclined to favour 
that widow's son, sir, and does not pay half attention 
enough to Eobert." 

" I do not wonder^" thought "Walter. 

"Oh, you will find it very necessary to check Mr. 
Mordaunt." 

All this was said in a loud voice, and Walter listened. 
Many of the boys drank in every word, especially Eobert: 
Walter thought it was a pity to speak so plainly about 
the clergyman, and might tend to undermine the child- 
ren's resjject. But he kept it to himself. 

" No, sir," continued his persevering companion ; ** ttie 
clergyman has his place, but you know this is not a re- 
ligious school : religion has its place — ^it's not a religious 
Bchool." 

" Oh !" said Walter, wishing the conversation would 
stop, as it did seem so painful before the boys. 

The conversation did stop, because a very large and 
handsome family carriage stopped at the school-gate. 
" Oh," cried the small man of letters, hastily goiQg to 
the window, " here is my great friend and patroness. I 
feel more at leavin? her than any thin^ in the place :— 
she is the kindest niend^ I shall introduce you to her. 
She is the most condescending, the most affiible, the most 
considerate. It would be good if every school had a 
Lady Olivia Grindle." 

Lady Olivia Ghrindle had just got out of the carriage, 
and was leaning her arm on her neice, while two very 
small, fat, gouty spaniels waddled before her, and a 
tall gold-laced rootman, carrying a red cushion, walked 
behind. 

Lady Olivia Grindle was the daughter of an earl 
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«&d the wi& of Sir Stiifford Gtrindle, one of the tnntees 
of the school, and lived in the chief place in the yilli^e. 
She often visited the school, and delighted in p^troninng 
^very body. The door opened, and she entered. She 
was about sizt;^. 8he was dressed in a dark blue velvet; 
bonnet, lined with white ; a large handsome ermine doak ; 
purpla velvet shawl ; while a long blue feather hung down 
to her right shoulder. She wore gold spectacles ; her 
&oe was paUid and sallow ; her •eves kind, intelligent, 
and twinkling ; she had a chain, ana many small trinketa 
h^ngii^ to it. She lopked warm^ bo% kind, and oomr 
fortable. As she entered she looked quickly round on 
all the school, which profouAdlj rose aod profoundly 
bowed. 

^'Ah, there's good Mr. Dickson. This is my nieoe, 
Mr* Siok^on -, I nave com^ to show her your wairatAe^ 
enc^Ue^t, unparalleled school." 

The master bowed low, sad expressed his deep ^ense 
pf h^r ladyship's kibdness. She sat down in a chair, 
while the red cushion wap carefully arranged by the tall 
footman for the &t little dogs, who lay panting and ex- 
hausted after their hue tour £rom the carruige-dpor. AU 
was soon quiet, comKirtable, and reposing; £or when 
Lady Olivia came, it was clear that warmth, comfort, And 
the odour of l9.vender followed. 

" Now, Mr, Dickson," said the lady, arranging herself 
in her seat, '* do let m^ xnece hear your admirable scholar 
re^d. Ah, there he is, JSTow is not he a beautiful, ini* 
telligent, clean boy P" said she, smiling at Bobert, as she 
addressed her niece. " I say he is tbe pattern of a boy | 
ip he not, Mr, Dickson ? — so clever, so nice-looking I" 

Bobert looked all smiles, quite delighted, ai^ re^ 
dparly, and loud, and well ; loolfing up over the horiaon 
of his book at the end of each sentence, while the l^f 
bowed and nodded in time to the modulation of eaca 
turn. 

"Admirable !" cried Lady Olivia ; " quite perfect, Mr, 
Dickson, I am sure you must have this solace in lenving^ 
tb^t you have done your duty." 

The master bowed ; the lady fumbled in her pooket 
with that mystCMrioua and 9e<Mpching action which no ex- 



dtes the expeototiooa lOf ebildiiw, and biicHight oi^ a shil- 
ling, which she gave to Bobert* Sohert howed low and 
gratefully, 

" I am Borry." said the Uttle maa, "to hare to eomr 
plaio of the child of the widow. woman to whom ^our 
kdyship wae so kind* He is sadly unpiuictual and idle. 
»— Come here, sir/' said h^ to Henry. 

" Oh, I am venr sorry," said Lady Olivia. 

The boy rose &om the form in m. angulair direction, 
sweeping his back in an obtuse angle against the wail as 
he rose, while he coloured up to his eyes. 

*' Bow, sir, to her ladyship,*' eried the roaster. Henry 
made a moyement whi(^ he meant for a bow. " Is that 
the way; sir, you bow to a Jady ? I will teach you man- 
ners, sir, to your superiors,'' said he» going up to the ter- 
rified cringing boy with his oaoe. 

" Oh, pray, pra^, Mr. Dickson, do wait till I am gone 
before you flog him. I can't, for all the world, bear to 
hear a boy seream while he ia being flogged. Da wait 
till I am gone." Her wish was granted. " He might 
learn a lesson from the polite behaviour of your pupil 
Bobert," said she. "I am sbny, very sorry indeed," 
said she, shaking her head at the widow's son, '* to hear 
so bad an account : remember ^ou have lost your &ther« 
your mother is sickly and not hkely to live long. I have 
done all I can, I am sura, for you both, and I cannot be 
expected to bring m> an orphan; so, if you do not take 
careo^ou will be left to starve* I have done all I can." 

'^ X oi^r ladyship has indeed been kind," said the master ; 
''but as for gratitude in the poor, it's impossible I" 

Henr^ sunk back into bis seat, and nid his crimson 
£ice bemnd his slate. There were tears, too^-hot, scalds 
ing tears, which had filled Mi his large, meek, blue eves^ 
and he wanted to hide them; tears because ''if dear 
mother did die, what would he do then?" and because 
" he could not bear to hear her spoken so of," Walter, 
whose eyes had been fixed on the ground all this time, 
looked up suddenly, and his eye fell on the large text on 
the wall : " I am the Eathoj* of the latherlesSi and the 
Husband to the widow." 
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It was evening. "Walter was sitting over Mb fire ; he 
was alone and sad, very sad, for many reasons the reader . 
does not know. The flames blazed high, and shone 
brightly on the opposite wall; tea-things were on the 
table, — one cup and saucer, blue and white, a little yellow 
earthenware teapot with transrerse bands, and a black 
milk-jug. There was no candle, the fire blazed hig^h 
enough ; it shone so pleasantly and happily on his books 
on the other side, which stood on the long shelf, and a 
print in a frame of our Blessed Lobd blessing little chil- 
dren. Walter sat in his chair alone, gazing on the fire- 
light. The white window-curtain was drawn over the 
window. It was dark : an October night, cold and frosty. 
Walter was musing on the events of the day, and how he 
should do. A tap came at the door : — " Come in ;" — ^the 
door slowly opened, and the widow's son entered shyly 
and uneasily. " Come in," said Walter, kindly, and get- 
ting up. 

Henry advanced a few steps towards the fire. " Please, 
sir, I came to say — an't you the new schoolmaster ?" 

"Yes," said Walter. 

" Please, sir," said the boy, with increasing hesitation, 
" I came to say as how I wish to be good at school, and 
as how you looked so kindly in the school, and as how 
I'll^ — ^" Then came a pause, rather an awkward one. 

Flog him, Walter, wny do you not flog him P Flog it 
out ofhim, young schoolmaster ; such insolent pertness ! 
What will such a child grow up if he is allowed to be so 
bold ? But Walter resisted the inclination to flog him 
this time, if he had it. 

He took the little fellow by the hand, and drew him to 
the fire. He got out a cup and saucer, and asked him to 
have tea with him, and the little astonished boy sat down 
flushed with surprise and pleasure. Oh, Walter, you 
will soon give up this folly. Make a child intimate with 
you, and you lose all respect — ^all ; all chance of control. 
Walter, you are ruining that boy. Think of Eobert's 
low, respectful bow. "Would Eobert have dared such an 
act of insolence as that widow's son ? No 1 Ah, well, 
we shall soon see how you will learn your mistake. 

" Please, sir," said the delighted little fellow, " may I 



z=d 



TBM BXAMIKATIOK. 11 

aome and dean your sboeei of a morning, and go of your 
errands ? I don't want anything for it, if I may. I do 
like you so much, so very much ; and I know mother will 
let me, I know she will. I shall tell her how very, very 
^kind you are.'* And he spoke quickly and indistinctly, 
for he felt awkward ; but his fall heart would have its 
swing. Walter listened and looked, and the tear started 
to his eye, and a strange, odd, choking feeling came in his 
throat ; and all this done by a cup of tea ! 

Oh ! schoolmasters of Einglana, when, when will jou 
learn that one word of kindness, one act of natural kind- 
ness, will do more than years of talking and blows? 
Schoolmasters of England, *' a cup of cold water given to 
one of these little ones shall not lose its reward." 

Walter had had a long day, and learnt many lessons. 
Was the evening lesson the true one P We shall see. 



CHAPTBE II. 

TKK EXAHXErATIOir. 

"Thbbb is no difference in boys' characters," thought 
Walter; "that's odd; and yet he said it positively. 
Well, I can't agree with him : all are not alike— that I 
feel sure of." 

Such were the thoughts which ran through his 
mind next day, as he went to the school to be present 
at the eiuunination which was to take place before Mr. 
Dickson went away. It was a great day in the village, 
and to Mr. Dickson one of unmeasured importance, He 
was going away from the village, and he felt the village 
would be nothing afterwards. He had been its main- 
spring, its centre, its politidau, its active leader in young 
men's societies and dd men's coteries, the fnend of the 
publicans and superior tradespeople, the patron of the 
poor, the flogger.of little boys, and the adviser of big 
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ones. Whftt would the Tillage do widioat him P — a ooii^ 
stellatioii bereft of a star — sax arch without its kej-stoiR^ 
To be 8uie^ the Cleigymaa waa left ; but then ! — 

The momiiig broke oa the ezaminatioi^^aj ; a bright, 
dear, cold October daj. All the children were early in 
motion: they had drcMint of trustees, geography, Mr. 
Dickson, Planta^nets, and apples, and among the dreams 
sweet strange visions of a &rm like Lady Olivia always 
came in, for she was the life of the examinations. 

"Examination" was a portentous word to them, and 
among them all to none so much as to Bobert ; he was 
the kmg of every examination, and he felt deeply that he 
was essential to Mr. Dickscm, and Mr. Dickson was to 
him. Away the first class trooped, eating gingerbread 
and going over the longitude of ChunboraEo ; and little 
boys were conning over addition and multiplication. The 
school was full at nine, and all looked clear and bright — 
just reflections of Mr. Dickson's own style. 

At the hour appointed the people came, and the mothers 
were to come to hear their boys' characters and receive their 
prizes. Lady Olivia arrived early ; the carriage drove up, 
and the little gouty dogs waddled to the school-door as if 
by instinct, while the very tall fbotaian, with long drab 
coat, brass buttons, gold lace and cockade, walked before 
their little majestii^ beaving the red cushion. Lady 
Olivia followed, leaning on the arm of her niece; for 
though Sir Stafford waa coming, he would come after- 
wards. 

" It is so odd, my dear," said Lady Olivia, with a 
sigh, " Sir Stafford takes so little interest in these inte- 
resting occasions ; he sees nothing to admire in good Mr. 
Dickson, and thinks the poor are better without educa- 
tion. Well--—*" and she had reached the door, and waa 
received with profound reverence by Mr. Dickson bowing 
low, and the school simultaneously rising. 

" Ah, Mr. Diekson, I am so sorry to think this is the 
last sad time of witnessing your triumphs. I know it 
will succeed : all you do sucoeeds. No one could have 
brought the school into the state of discipline you have. 
What an odd young man that new schoolmaster seems — 
BO sheepiskl" Walter waa there, and Lady Otivia 



looked at liimvactaitiyr m if she did sot ne Mra} bai 
nhe was not an unkina persoa to taxy one. 

In hsi^ an hoor all were asBembled. Lady OHvia 
Onndle was seated witk her fasods in a muff, and hee 
Httle spamela at her feet. She had fi%eted about, and 
looked round orer and over again te see who were ^ere, 
had nodded, smiled, shaken her head, bowed graeeAilly, 
and bowed £eEmiliarly to many in tiie group behind* 

"Ah, Mian Spriggs, how interestiaug! id it notP I 
know the interest you fed." 

Miss BpriggB kughed very hyateoiricaily and assented. 
She was umuuxied ^dthniy-fire, was dceaaed in kvend^v 
coloured Persian, a straw bonnet with a single white rib- 
bon, aneat eoUaiv and had a laa^ baricet slvng on her 
arm ; she wore spectacles, and sciewed up her eyea when" 
ever she was exerted, and this was ereiy attemate minute. 
She could not bear Lady OiLima.; but if Lady Oliria 
spoke kin^y to her, idie was exeesBcrely pleased. Miss 
^^nriggs worked hard in the parish, inde&tigably; she 
had nothmg eUse to do^ aoid she toied aH da^. 

In the group behind was Bie StaiffiEird GrindJie, and he 
was chief trustee. He was diessedi in & bikie froek*coat, 
a white waiistcoat, sand dcab trousers^ had a white bat m 
his hand, grey-headed, with a sharp, long, thin face, high 
forehead, and smaU grey eyca, a ^cM^ watdi-chain, and 
Tcry high collar ; his loos was Batbaeal aoid indifSerent ;•*-* 
he was a thorough geatleonan. 

Mr. Qibbs was thero ; riiovt, £&%. and smarfiy dressed, 
in blue tail-coat and eoloioed. waistcoat, a wlute neckdoth, 
aU bustle, large whiskers, and frilled front. He was fiiU 
of smiles and conversation : he whs active trustee, and 
Lady OEvia's "^MaghtJ' He said everytbing, and Sir 
Stafford notinn^ Sir iBtaflbrd usuBtUy anaw^red Lady 
OJivia's enildiusiastiJQr qoestiansi with thei monosyllaUei 
''Humph!"Vhile Mr. GhibbaaLwaye repeated! the faestioiK 
before he gare the aaiswer;. 

'^Now, Me. Gibbfl^ is not that mxl interesting-looking 
boy?" 

*^ Ah, my lady, sk iBteraBtiiDg>-kohing boy indeed he^ is 
— ^veryP*^ 

Mr. Merabuni^ the clern^man^ waa thens^ mtibr he-< 
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hind. He was short and rather stout, not handsome • 
had an interesting face, slightly projecting chin, pale grey 
eyes, hair slightly grey, and very high shirt-collar, and 
had a peculiarly deep and beautiful voice — rather melan- 
choly. Walter Hked what he saw of him much. He 
was very quiet, and seemed full of observation ; a good 
deal wrapped up in himself, a little shy. 

Then Mr. Lawson was th^re, anoth^ trustee. He had 
made his fortune in London by trade, and had retired to 
spend it in peace and hospitality in the country. He 
was short, fat, had large whiskers, a brown coat, brilliant 
purple waistcoat, long gcdd chaiii — something like Mr. 
Gibbs. 

Such were some of the prominent characters who had 
come to the examination. 

"Oh, Mr. Mordaunt," cried Lady Ohvia, who had 
just detected him, and rose from her chair ; " I am so 
glad to see you: charming, interesting occasion, is it 
not? You must feel so sorry to lose dear good Mr. 
Dickson. I always felt you never knew fully his value— 
ou will now." She would hove gone on at some length, 
lut Mr. Mordaunt did not encourage her, and seemed 
rather inclined to sink back into the crowd: and the 
examination began. 

Eobert stood first, all beams ; like a flash of lightning, 
so clear, so brilliant, so neat, so polished, so quick. You 
could not help feeling, — ^what will not that boy be some 
day? — ^lord chancellor, a senior wrangler, or a second 
Brunei, or— nothing ? "Well, we shall see. It is unfair 
to prejudge. 

The questions began, and away went Eobert, like a 
train running away, so rapid that he seemed to anticipate 
every question. His knowledge was astonishing, and 
Lady Olivia moved her hand to the time of his answers ; 
ajid'Miss Spriggs took breath. 

" If a freehold estate, to commence four years hence, 
is sold for £822*70625, allowing the purchaser five per 
cent., what is the yearly income ?" 

Robert, £50. (Annoer in twelve seconds,) 

"A freehold estate is bought for £4,622 15*. 7|<f., 
which does not commence till the end of two years, the 
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buyer being allowed four per cent, for his money : I desire 
to know the yearly income." 



Robert, £200. (Answer in fifteen seconds.) 

"There is a freehold estate sold for £3,368 9*. lOJd., 
but not to commence till the end of two years, allowing 
six per cent, for present payment : what is the annu^ 
income f '* 

Robert, £250. (Answer in Jive seconds,) 

" Mention the names of some important mountains in 
the world." 

'^ Gotopaxi, Ghimborazo, Atlas, Mont Blanc, Snowdon, 
Ben Nevis, Hecla, Yesuvius." (Answer simultaneous 
with the question.) 

The rapidity, accuracy, and clearness of these answers 
were so great, that when he finished, murmurs of applause 
Bounded round the room. 

"Now, Sir Stafford," said Lady OHvia, "is it not 
wonderful — ^perfectly wonderful ? x ou must, I am sure, 
be struck ;" and she laid her hand on his arm. 

Sir Staf. Hum ! 

Lady Oliv, Now, Sir Stafford, you must — ^you shall. 

Sir Staf. (coldly.) What, my dear ? 

Lady Oliv. What p Why, admire — ^be astonished at 
this wonderfril exhibition of— this educational triumph. 

Sir Staf. Oh, certainly ; very wonderful. (Looking 
hard at Mr. G^ibbs with cold hauteur, and speaking to 
the footman in an under-voice.) 

Footman. Yes, Sir Stafford. — (And left the room.) 

Lady Oliv. I could not have answered one question. 
I never heard anything of Cotoposi or CinderaUy. 

Sir Staf. Yery likely not, my dear. — (And he would 
look through the window after the footman.) 

Lady Oliv. Beally, Sir Stafford, it is sad — quite sad. 
One would think that you never considered what a boy's 
mind was made for. 

Sir Staf Learning his place, I suppose. Fray, Mr. 
Mordaunt, what is l^ely to be done about the church- 
rate? 

Lady Olivia found her husband hopeless. She tamed 
to the clergyman, and appealed to hi)9 judgment. Mr. 
Mordaunt said he was glad to hear Eobert answer so 
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eartoctfy, for it certiiiiily did Mr. Dickson great credit to 
get him up so well in the subjects in which he had just 
been examined^ Miss Bprifigt cried over it, and bedewed 
her basket with educations^tears, and man j sighs over 
the blessings of advancing xnteUigenoe in the lower 
orders. 

Lady Oljyia assured Sir Stafford he would hare, as 
chief trustee, to make a speech to Bobert at the end of 
the exaniinatian» at whidft Sir Stoibrd grunted. Lady 
Olivia presented the young prodigy with half a sove- 
reign, which he received most respectfully, bowing low 
over the flaxen ears of the spanieb^ who both looked up 
with their large black eyes into the face of the yoni^ 
hero, and again reposed meir noses between their feet. 

The widow's son was next. Waiter had an interestr 
about that bov, and he turned rovmd on hearing lam 
voice. He had been rather listless. He turned to the 
comer ci the room where he thought he had seen tba 
widow among the moUiers, and he thought he saw her 
look anxious and pale as Henry rose. 

The boy coloured up highly and seemed terrified. His 
manner was timid, confused, and awkward^ he had 
to hcM his hands behdold him,v and he dbrugned up one 
shoulder as if to hide his &cei front the norm. Bobert 
looked the essenee of sparkling content ; his hands wek« 
behind him, and his cheerful bright &O0 was tnmed 
towards the widow's son with a good-natured selfnuitisfao* 
tion^ whidi rather meant how supremeJ^ below oompe- 
titKMn Henry was^ than anythmg like jealousy or 
triumph. 

Dear Bobert^ he was such a disciplined boy,, to just 
what a schoolboy should be-all intellect,, no nnJoe 
balance of feelings, imagination, or eostscienee. Those 
obtrusive &culties were so* beautifolly kept in their plaod^ 
and iotellect, pure, true, ennobling intellect^ alone shone 
out, like a bonflre in a fog^ aiir obi Gmipowder night. 
la &et, this' fiwedom of the flowisr of intellect flBom al 
the weeds of feeling and imagination was so complete^ 
thait an inexperienced eye- woiud have saM not apartide 
of the latter existed ;-hso successful had Mr. I^ddna'a 
system been I Walter^ do* that if joit oasi. 
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The first question was one on mental arithmetic. 

" If £100 in twelve months gain £6 interest, what 
principal will gain £3§ in nine months P" 

Henry thought, and thought in vain ; he twisted his 
two elbows inside out, got red and hot, looked at the 
slates on the wall, and longed for one of them like a 
thirsty Arab for the waters of an oasis ; but the slate 
would not come to him, and he, in this case, could not go 
to the slate. JS'o; it was mental arithmetic. Bobert 
looked all eagerness, with fiery eye, like a boa-constrictor 
after a rabbit. Mr. Dickson turned his eyes to him, and, 
like a thunder-clap, the answer came from the flashing 
boy. 

Henry felt fully the misery of his position. 

" Mention some of the rivers of England, and give 
some instances." 

The boy brightened up, 

"Oh, yes. The Severn: father was. quartered by it 
five years, and' " 

" Quite enough, sir 5 you were asked the name of the 
river, not anything mpre." 

Again the widow's son coloured up 5 he thought he 
had hit on a happy line, and was going along upon it ; 
it was a subject his mother had much talked of to him. 
But that kind of thing would not do ; he must not let 
put his own knowledge by his own mode of expression ; 
he must go in the groove. 

Walter could not help thinking this a pity, but he said 
nothing. 

The examination was over, and the old schoolmaster 
and the boys with Walter were left together. Mr. Dick- 
son was delighted quite ; he shook hisuids with Eobert, 
praised him, promised him every thing, and the boy beamed 
at him looks of ^atitude. The little man was so excited, 
that he determined to flog Henry as a parting legacy for 
answering so badly. Excitement served for rage; he 
always disliked the boy, and he felt doubly determined 
now to wreak his vengeance on him. He made a rush 
at him, but the little fellow eluded his grasp; but at 
length he seized him and flogged him ; the child wept 

c 
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sadly, and cried for mercy, but the day had come, and he 
must suffer. 

Sore and lame, shamefaced and broken-hearted, the 
widow's son sat down by the door, rubbing his ejres with 
his coat-sleeve. Walter watched him ; he could not see 
why he had been flogged. He had not answered well, 
nor shown off Mr. Dickson, but he did not see quite 
his moral blame, and the poor child had seemed peculiarly 
sensitive under the flogging and ashamed. 

Sensitive ! ashamed ! Nonsense, "Walter : boys ought 
not to be sensitive ; what have boys to do with shame ? 
Boys are boys. It's mere dilettantism to talk of these 
feelings in their cases. Boys sensitive ! boys have shame ! 
Who ever heard of a boy's shame in the reign of George II., 
or good old Gfeorge III., when boys were all one thing ? 
Take care, Walter, for a poetic nature borders on im- 
becility. 

• ■• 

The old master was gone : he had taken leave. Walter 
watched the leave-takmg with Bobert, it was so consist- 
ent. Eobert smiled, shone, bowed, shook hands po- 
litely, sparkled; and Mr. Dickson was gone: such ad- 
mirable self-possession ! Before Mr. Dickson was quite 
out of sight, Walter thought' he heard Eobert, as he ran 
out with the rest, say, ** Good riddance of old Dicky !" 
but he was not sure, and he felt he must have been mis- 
taken. The widow's son was left alone in the room with 
Walter. He was sitting behind the door, while Walter 
stood by the fire, looking round his new domain. The 
little trembling boy tsras still rubbing his eyes to hide that 
he had been crying, and his shabby black jacket had so 
smeared his face that he had made matters ten times 
worse ; his bright fair hair was all in a tangle of con- 
fusion, and his little collar which his mother had put on 
so clean in the morning was wriggled round till the black 
ribbon stuck out behind. There he sat : Walter felt there 
could be no harm in speaking to him ; so he said kindly, 
•* Will you come and clean my shoes, Henry, to-morrow r * 

The little fellow dropped his arm from his face, and 
his big blue eye lighted up as a smile woke over hit whole 
face. ^' Oh, yes, thank you, sir, I will indeed." 
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The change was so sudden as quite to startle Walter ; 
and with so slight an instrument, — asking a boyto come 
and clean your shoes, — ^to have such an effect ! What did 
it mean ? Walter had been told, ** You never can get 
the poor, and especially poor boys, to do any thing cheer- 
fully, except for money." But this seemed rather differ- 
ent.- The poor little fellow seemed so elated, that he 
rose, and with a bow full of real respectful gratitude to 
Walter, shot out of the room, scheming, as he ran away 
with his hands in his pockets, how he comd return the deep 
debt of gratitude he owed ** that dear, kind, new master." 

** And what has done it ?** said Walter when left alone. 
" What a difference in that boy's bow to me and grateful 
smile, to Bobert's leave-taking of Mr. Dickson ! and jet 
his was the leave-taking of years, and Henry's of two in- 
terviews." 

What had done it? What, Walter P— kindness— love ! 
" A new commandment give I unto you, that ye love one 
another." 



It was drawing towards evening — a bright, glowing, 
yellow October evening ; the boughs were strung with 
golden leaves, and the hedges blazed with ruby-coloured 
bernes. Walter strolled into a long lane with two high 
hedgerows, along which many trees mounted above him, 
sometimes closing over his head. He strolled on, while 
no sound came on the air except the near tinkle of the 
wether-bell, or the merry sound of children's voices in 
the distance. On he walked, until a single little low 
thatched cottage stood before him in a garden, along 
whose mossgrown broken pale rose some tall hollyhocks 
and Michaelmas daisies. A figure was leaning listlessly 
against the gate. It was Heniy ; he was stringing red 
berries on a thread. He looked up, and on seeing Walter 
approach ran towards him, saying, '' Oh, sir, do come in 
and see mother ; she will be so glad to see you." 

The winning way of the boy lured Walter in, and he 
followed up the garden path. The garden was very 
ragged, and the path weedy. Henry burst open the 
door ; " Here's the new schoolmaster, mother," cried he. 
The widow started and eoloiured up as Walter entered. 
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The cottage room was poor in the extreme ; one three- 
legged table and three chairs, a few brass utensils on 
the shelf, a tea-tray on a slab against the wall, were nearly 
aU the furniture ; the walls hung with damp and dew, and 
every thing betokened deep poverty. The widow seemed 
embarrassed, and began to apologise. "Henry should 
not have brought you in, sir. I am very sorry — I — ." 

" Do not say any thing," said Walter ; " I assure you 
I am glad to come ; Henry and I are already great friends, 
and it is a pleasure to me to see where he lives." 

" Thank you,' ' said the widow, sighing. " It is a veiypoor 
place to bring you into. Q-o out, Henry," continued she. 

Henry ran to gather flowers for Walter ; and the widow 
continued: "My poor boy was flogged at school, sir, 
to-day," said she, as she kept her eyes on the fire, and 
spoke in a low, quiet voice, " and I thought I would wr a 
word for him, as I heard you were the new master. He's 
a very tender boy, and can't bear much, and he's sadly 
bruised by his flogging to-dav. I wouldn't stand in the 
way ever of his being punisned, if he deserves it. But, 
sir, no one knows what that boy is tome. His whole 
life seems spent to do his best for me ; and it is not his 
fault he's late sometimes, or that he can't answer like the 
rest. No," continued she, half to herself, "no one can 
tell what he is to me — so loving." 

"Then he is your only child," said Walter. 

" Yes," said the widow. " I lost my husband now a 
year ago ; we were well off then, very ; but when he died 
I lost all. Henry and I have gone on from bad to worse, 
and now, sir, we have a hard matter to get bread at all. 
But to see the patience of that boy ! I never knew him 
give me an angry or complaining word : his only grief is 
if he sees me sad ; and I try and hide it as much as I 
can ; for if he sees me sad, he will sit on yonder stool, 
and look up at me with his eyes so fuU, as if his heart 
would break. I never can get him to take any thing but 
dry bread, because he fancies I stint myself. Oh, sir, 
no one knows what that child is to me !" She spoke in a 
long, low, sad tone, which sank the deeper into Walter's 
heart, whQe all the time her eyes were hxed on the fire. 
. The moon had risen, and peered in large and yellow 
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ihrotigh the lattice-window, and painted its faint shadows 
on the walls. The lane seemed so lonely, and the widow 
and her son, being the onlj inhabitants, seemed so 
solitary, that the scene struck Walter forcibly. Henry 
came in, and his dark figure in the doorway stood 
out against the pensive moonlight behind him ; he gave 
Walter the flowers with eyes beaming with pleasure. 
Walter thanked him ; and wishing the widow good night, * 
told her he would soon come again ; and bid£ng Henry 
cpme to him in the morning, sileatly withdrew. 

As he walked down the quiet moonlit lane he thought 
of his future life, and the scene he had left. ^' Well," 
thought he, '^ it does seem strange to say all boys are to 
be governed by one rule ; that all their characters and 
circumstances are the same— -strange ! What good could 
that flogging have done that boy to-day, and how did he 
deserve it ?" 

The church-clock struck eight, and its sweet silvery 
tones chimed through the evening air with that melan- 
choly wailing so peculiar to the sounds of the old church- 
tower. Walter quickened his pace; he liad begun 
to feel a deep interest in the idea of being a village 
schoolmaster ; what might he not do for a child and a 
home like that ! What an interest opened out to him in 
seeing the homes of those he taught ! What an interest, 
with Q-od's help, it would be to watch over the steps of 
yon fatherless boy P How useful a life a village school- 
master's was ! We shall see. 



CHAPTEE III. 



THE 7IBST DAT. 



The 20th of October was the first day of Walter's school 
life ; he was full of thought on the subject, fiill of anxietv, 
for he was one who took nothing very lightly; early 
sorrow had left its trace on his mind and spirit as well as 
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on bis face, and he felt Tesponsibflity keenly. He sat s^ 
breakfast, the sun shone into his room clear and bright, 
and the autunm leaves glowed on the horse-chestnuts 
outside, whose broad thin leaves danced in the autumn 
wind; the cup and saucer stood beside him, and the 
kettle still screamed and wept and laughed again on the 
hot coals, as if it were trying in vaui to set Walter to 
attend to it ; a book lay open on Walter's knee — ^he had 
been reading; he felt solitary and eompanionle6s*~the 
place was strange to him, and he hardly saw yet how he 
should make himself at home in his new work : there 
was no lack of objects or people, and a roomAil of diild*^ 
ren were points alone which would scatter dulness ; but 
the heart may be companionless among thousands, and may 
find a power and a delight in the society of even but one : 
one may make a wilderness into a vast company radiant 
with joy, while tens of thousands may pass and jostle us 
in our daily sojourn, while we are weeping over a solitude 
no stranger can fathom. Walter felt this, and many is 
the young schoolmaster who feels it too; these were 
some of the thoughts which came brooding over hia mind 
as he sat musing over the embers of the fire, which 
seemed gazing vacantly out from its bars at him, and 
making Httle sounds of sympathy with its silent com- 
panion. Some are bom for solitude — not all, although 
in God's mysterious providence, even they are com- 
pelled to long hours of loneliness they would never have 
sought for. Walter sighed, and it seemed as if some one 
had spoken to him. 

"I feel vacant of something," said he, "veir; to be 
sure I have plenty of interest and plenty of work. That 
boy Eobert makes me shrink. Henry, poor boy — ^yes, I 
like him. I feel I can love him and his widowed mother. 
It would be no small interest to go and look after her. 
I Uke that thought.'* 

The sound of voices passing the window told him the 
children were going to school, and the chime of the old 
church tower sounding musically in the frosty air re- 
minded him it was eight o'clock; and at nine school 
opened, and he had hardly made any advance in his many 
ptauEf for forming his school day. lie had not come down 
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as an entbufiiAst — hia work was rather a refiige thas a 
choice to him ; but he was strictly conscientious, and he 
determined, by God's help, to ]aj out his time to the 
TGTj best advantage ; something evidently lay at heart, 
which was a sore weight to his daily energy. 

" I say, CHckey, I'll tell your master, see if I won't." 

" Haven't got one now Dickey's gone." 

On which inward and comfortable assurance, Clickey 
proceeded to do the deed for which he had been threat- 
ened, and walked into a duck-pond up to his ankles, leav- 
ing behind him his little brother, who was proceeding to 
pursue the steps of Clickey. 

" I'll tell your master," said three or four voices, as a 
amall group had ^thered round the spot where Clickey, 
a boy of ten years old, with a large pin-cloth and under 
garments, which certainly did dea^nd below it, but of 
that remarkable patchwork that lefb a great doubt whether 
they went lap very high beneath it, and collar and riband 
with ragged straw hat and a basket on his arm, was mak- 
ing his twentieth voyage. 

" If old master's gone, new u^'a corne^" said the first 
speaker. 

" What, that 'CTe fair chap ?" said Clickev, still feeling 
his way towards knee deep. " Don't care for him ; such 
a sneak," still continued Clickey, while the crowd 
increased like the Trojans round the ships of the Greeks. 

"Here's Eobert now, won't you catch it! Eyes! I 
wouldn't be you." 

Walter watched the scen/d from his window. " Well," 
thought he, as he gazed through the pane, " not very 
interesting;'^ and he sighed. 

The announcement of Eobert's approach was eleotricaL 
Clickey turned round and commenced a retreat. The 
group moved towards the ^oung hero, who had not yet 
arrived in sight c^ the window, but whose approach 
clearly influenced all who were in sight, though he was 
" long a-coming," like Prince Charley, or Achilles in his 
•tent, influencbg all, but not yet come. 

« I say, Eobert, that 'ere Clickey—" 
. " I aay, didn't he just— " 
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'* What do you think he called new mastw? a sneak ! 
Didn't he just— " 

« Oh, if he didn't— '* 

Bj this time Eobert was in sight, surrounded by all 
his myrmidons. The appearance was perfect : dean and 
tidy to the last point, with his neat round jacket, bright 
white collar, and black handkerchief, dark olive cloth 
trowsers, highly-polished shoes, round straw hat, beaming, 
flashing black eyes, Eobert was perfect ; the very prince 
of the village, the facil^ prineeps of the scliool. He was 
all readiness, at no loss, apt and collected; he seemed 
conscious of everything — conscious that all looked at him 
— conscious that Clickey was terrified to death — conscious 
that Walter was looking through the window — conscious 
that Miss Spriggs was in a cottage, and must be here 
presently. He acted promptly, and accordingly two de- 
cided boxes on the ear decided Clickey on the very 
moment of his denial that he had even been near the 

Eond ; a laconic lecture on lying completed the scene till 
e got to school. Clickey screamed, and the little brother 
clinging to his pin-cloth started immediately after the 
elder Clickey, like the voice that sings second in a catch, 
or a flageolet in a band. Sobert's collectedness was per- 
fect ; he clearly knew his moment and his tack, and he 
measured exactly the influence and effect on the mind of 
Walter if he were looking out. But Miss Spriggs was 
at hand, dressed just as she was at the examination — 
lavender Persian, educational basket and all. 

" What's the matter ? Oh, you naughty boy ! What 
will your mother say? Oh, you thoughtless, wicked 
boy!" 

'' He's been in arter the pea-soup, miss/' said another 
of the company. 

Eobert pushed the officious informant away. He 
bowed politely to Miss Spriggs, informed her of the exact 
state of the case, assured her that he had taken it in 
hand, and should inform the new master. 

Miss Spriggs told Eobert his conduct had been per- 
fect. She should inform Lady Olivia, whom she expected 
to meet at a lady's committee at three o'clock; after 
which she knew her ladyship would visit the school, taii 
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she should come in with her and give the new master a 
faU. aecount of all. 

Walter saw and heard all this, and sighed. AVliat a 
crew ! and a visitation on the first day from Miss Spriggs 
and Lady Olivia Q-rindle ! His heart sank. He conld 
not say what it was, but he couldn't like Eobert. There 
was yet Henry, the widow's son ; but where was he this 
morning. He had not been yet ; it was strange. He 
was just turning away from the window, when a figure 
crossed it, and drew up at the door ; it was Mr. Mor- 
daunt. He knocked, and' entered. Shy, and rather con- 
fused in his manner, he spoke kindly, with a deep-toned 
voice, and sat down ; while Walter, l^en aback and still 
more shy, stood by the fire. He was exceedingly glad to 
see Mr. Mordaunt, and determined to do anytlmig he 
could to put himself in Mr. Mordaunt' s hands. 

" How do you like the village ?" 

"I feel rather strange, sir, yet, thank you," said 
Walter. 

** Yes, well, strange, I dare say ; the school you have 
not seen much of yet. The examination — were you there ?" 

Walter coloured up. Mr. Mordaunt was the only 
person in the room on that day, except Heniy and his 
mother, whom Walter liked, and more . still, Mr. Mor- 
daunt had spoken to him there ; and now not to know so 
much as that he had been there, disappointed him sadly. 
He felt more awkward still. 

" Yes, sir, I was there." 

" Ah, yes ; Mr. Dickson got the boys on remarkably 
well," said he, looking out of the window as if he wanted 
to go. 

*' Gets them on, sir ; but I do not think much of those 
forward boys. I do not like that Eobert." 

"Ah, well, you don't; but I do not see anything 
against him. He seems quick and good-natured." 

How very strange ! Why, surely, Mr. Mordaunt, you 
agree with Walter in his estimate of that boy. Walter 
felt sadly checked. 

"I like Henry veiy much." 

"What, the widow's son; yes, he is interesting. I 
should think he was idle." 
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How diiappointmg! he would mske one more trial. 

" I should thinks sir, that the visits of those ladies 
must disturh work a good deaL" 

" What, you mean Lady OtiTia P" 

"Yes." 

" Well, she's very kind-hearted, and I dare say does 
good in her own way." 

Walter was quite floored. He had oonoeiTed a love 
for Mr. Mordaunt ; he took for granted he would exactly 
a^;ree with him on all these points ; he had come to tlie 
Tillage with the most exalted idea of the Clergyman and 
the Clergyiuan's position, and his influence in the school, 
and his heing all in all to the schoolmaster,— how disap- 
pointing all this was I He watched Mr. l^rdaunt's de- 
parting figure with the most painful sensations ; he had 
hegged him to come to the school as noaa as he could. 

" You know I have no position there strictly ; it is in 
the hands of trustees, of which I am only one." He 
shook hands warmly and affectionately with Walter, and 

rke with so kind a smile, that Walter was more puz- 
l stilL 

Stay a moment, Walter ; you will see what the world 
is made of. Study man, young schoolmaster. You have 
a great vocation ; you must study man : — ^not so bad or 
so good as you have imagined. 

So Walter began to guess, as he walked sadly and 
musingly over the little bridge which spanned the brook, 
on his way to school, under the warm, clear Octobeo* sun ; 
while Susan Price, and Nann^ Oliver, and Meggie Spratt, 
dragging after her a screamiofi; boy, all rushed nmul- 
taneously into their respective doorways, shouting, " Mo- 
ther! here's the new schoolmaster!" This quickened 
Walter's steps towards the sehooL 

Yes, Walter, jrou have to learn to know the world, old 
and young: it is your work, and a great one. Learn 
moderation. When we are twenty, every one is a devil 
or an angel ; at thirty, no one is either ; at forty, many 
begin to approach the angel more nearly, few are of the 
other description ; at fifty, most men are drawing to a 
point; and in old age we are inclined to say calmly, 
" Judge not before the time, until the Losn come." 
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Walter had coxaid with a ifiwe after qnietoees, a&d a 
hope of being, able to find, in a retired country viUage, a 
renige from many restleed thoughts; but the varied forms 
of human nature which sprung up around him perplexed 
and disappointed him, and he hardly knew what Tiew to 
take of it all. With these feehn^ he hastened over the 
bridge, and hastily crossed the village green, over which^ 
in the October sunlight, the geese were marching in 
solemn procession, and shop-boys singing with grocers' 
baskets on their arms. He was aw^e that the summons 
at the cottage-doors had called forth a group of matrons, 
who, with loose cap^strinsa and dirty aprons, were peering 
forth after the new school^iaster ; a|nd the sHght lameness 
of his gait added to the awkwardness of his manner. 

"There he goes — ^that's him; he's a rum 'un — limps 
so. Well, I wouldn't have thought the trustees would 
have had sich. Mr. Dickson, he was the man — so plump, 
ay, and such a voice too, such a presence ! Wny, he 
wallppped my Jemmy till he had marks, ay, marks as big 
upon him, didn't he then?" said Mrs. Perkey, nodding 
significantly in maternal pride. 

" He was a man. Didn't Ladv lawy just like him*— 
didn't she, then?" said Susan rerkey, who was holding 
up a baby of a year and a half old by the back petticoat, 
while the child's legs went up in the air, and his hands, 
which had been fishing for a mussel-shell in a puddle, 
were precipitated into the mud. 

" Well, but he is a civil-looking man in his £ace, if it 
were not for that limp in his walk." 

*' My boy shan't be taught by a limping master, see if 
he shall : he ^all go to Leadenham twopenny." 

" Motn^," said a youn^ boy who had been standing 
by listening to all this ; " him's a sheep." 
. "Who, child?" 

" Why, that 'ere rum 'un, the new master." 

"A sheep, child — nonsense!" 

'^ But I know he is ; Lady Liwy said so in the school 
yonder : I heard her. ' He's a sheep,' said she." 

If poor Walter had heard these various opinions passed 
on his appearance, there is no saying how aiscouraged he 
might have been j but he was out of sight and out of 
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hearing. "Well," thought he, "I wonder how I shall 
get on. I dread that boy Eobert. Well, I have my 
Bcbemes and plans, which I hope to follow up." So 
thinking, he turned the comer of the road, and the school- 
room stood in sight. At this point, as he was quickening 
his steps, a little boy met him, who seemed lingering be- 
hind the school-party, and coming up to Walter, touched 
his hat, which had been straw, and now hung in ragged 
ruins round his face. 

" Please, sir, ain't you the new master P" 

" Yes, my little fellow," said Walter. The words 
"new master" were really becoming odious to him. 

" Please, sir, mother says will you give me a pair of 
breeches ?" 

So saying, he proceeded to show the condition of his 
present articles of that description, which appeared tied 
up by an endless stream of string round his waist and neck. 

" I'll see — I'll see, my little fellow," said Walter, put- 
ting him aside, really anxious to reach the school, where 
he expected all would be in confusion, waiting his now 
tardy approach. What was his astonishment, on entering 
tbfe schoolroom, to find all in profound and perfect order ! 
The whole school assembled, all in their rows and tiers ; 
the floor cleaned to a polish, the fire lit, all the slates in 
order, all the books out on the desk,— everything looking 
the perfect picture of order, discipline, brightness, regu- 
larity, and quiet. On his entrance, the whole school rose, 
and making a profound bow, remained standing. Walter 
looked roirnd for some cause for this phenomenon, half 
expecting to see Mr. Dickson, or his ghost, still there. 
But no, there was nothing but Eobert ; Eobert, the un- 
failing, endless, clean, bright Eobert ; there he stood at 
the end of the room, looking the very essence of punc- 
tuality, tidiness, collectedness, sharpness, and DicKson. 
He had done, it all — Eobert had done it all ; and the 
scene was beautiful and perfect. At one movement of 
his hand the whole school sat^ and Eobert looked at 
Walter with a ludicrous expression of inquiry as to what, 
he should do next, and the implied wonder whether 
Walter was not astonished at the command the pupil of 
Dickson had got of his whole system and ways. Walter 
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was too much off Mb guard to avoid giving Eobert a per- 
fect triumph, but he hesitated; Eobert came forward, 
»nd with the most civil bow and submissive voice, said, 
" Please, sir, shall the classes go to their usual work ?" 

Walter felt provoked — provoked to find that Eobert, 
after aU, did seem the mirror of a schoolboy, and that all 
his dreams of a more free and liberal system began to fade 
away. Could it be that Mr. Dickson was right, and 
Eobert the true specimen of boyhood ? O, Walter, you 
have had a day of undoing ! He was still more provoked 
when he looked round, and saw the widow's son lounging 
in half an hour late, with his face hung down and an 
awkward manner, which implied a determined habit of 
inaccuracy and unpunctuality. Certainly, this morning 
the contrast was paonfuUy in favour of Eobert. 

" Please, sir, Harry Durley's late : may he stand up, 
sir ?" said Eobert. 

Walter was again off his guard ; and the perfect pos- 
session of Eobert's manner made him the more so. " Oh, 
yes, anything which is the custom," said Walter, irntably. 

In a moment, quickly and quietly, Eobert was at the 
other side of the room ; and as quickly and quietly, like 
the ghost in Hamlet, the widow's son arose upon the 
forxD, with a gigantic board upon his back, with " too 
XATE '* written upon it. The boy hung his head and 
looked the picture of disgrace and misery, and Eobert 
walked calmly away. 

'' I doubt the effect of that," said Walter to himself, 
" considerably." 

^' Shall the classes go to their work, sir P" said Eobeort 
again. 

Never was lo stung by the gadfly more pertinaciously 
than Walter was by his provoking pupH. " Stay a mo- 
ment," said Walter, peevishly. 

Eobert drew back quickly with his &ce to the master, 
as if he were bent on completing his perplexity and loss 
of self-command. In his retreat, he hit two boys on the 
head for whispering, and took his stand at the end of the 
third class, ^ancing all around him complacently and 
quietly. Walter wanted to take a survey of his future 
force and field of battle. There Was that littio half-witted 
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boy eyeing him and grinning at him over a card; and the 
orphan in black looking diaconsolately down on the 
ground ; but all kept quietly under Mr. Dickson's pupil. 
The idiot's name was Jerr^, and the orphan's name was 
Ward. Walter kept lookmg along them all, as if making 
up his mind how ne should HGmmenee the formidable 
task ; but the constant brilliance and twinkle of Bobert's 
eye, like a rattlesnake on a bird, quite dispirited him ; and 
at length he called on the monitor to set on the first class. 
He gave more than one glance at poor Henry, who was 
standing biting his nails on the form, with the board on 
his back. He felt vexed and disappointed with the boy 
much, but he nodded to him to sit down, and the widow's 
son quickly obeyed. 

Bobert had begun ; the whole class had risen simtil- 
taneously at the word of command, and were ready at 
an instant: the discipline was perfect. Walter again 
nodded, and Eobert sprung to his place. 

" History, sir," said he. 

'* Dates of the kings of England," said Bobert, quick 
as lightning, and wiui as much authority as a planter. 
" Norman House : William I., 1066 ; William II., 1087 ; 
Henry I., 1100; Stephen, 1135 ; Henry II., " 

The velocity was wonder^l, and the answers admirable; 
and Walter, who was standing with his back to the fire, 
could not help at last bursting out with the words " Yeiy 
good," and Bobert stopped and looked round. Walter 
was really pleased, and really astonished. He longed to 
carry on the easy process himself, . and to get some 
answers as glibly on to his questions; so he stepped 
forward, and said, rather hesitatingly, " Well, my little 
man, when did Edward III. come to tne throne P" 

There wad a dead pause. 

" When Edward 11. got out of it," said the boy ad- 
dressed. 

" Yes, but I mean what's the year of his accession?'* 

A ray of Kght broke out. " June 20th, 1837." 

" No, no ; I don't mean the Queen's accession. What 
year did King Edward III. ascend the throne P" 

Another pause. 

*^ Please, sir, you don't put it right," was the cry. 
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"Walter turned round, and Eobert stepped forward and 
Baid briskly, "Dates — House of Plantagenet: Edward 
II. ; Edward III." 

Ans, 1307,1327. 

It was but a moment, and Eobert smiled with triumph. 
Walter began to have some of his old misgivings; but he 
was stopped in his thoughts bj the door opening, and Mr. 
Mordaunt coming in. Walter bowed, and went forward. 
Mr. Mordaunt was kind, melancholy, warm, and absent. 

" Well, how do you get on ?" he said, with his usual 
vacant air. 

Walter was delighted ; he thought it was a sign that 
he was beginning to take an interest in the school. '* Oh, 
sir, it is early days yet,'* said Walter, cheerfully; "but 
all will go on well, 1 dare say, soon. Will you take the 
first class, sir ?" 

" Oh, no, thank you, I was not going to stop." 

" I should be very glad if you would." 

" You're very good : how do you find their proficiency ?" 

Mr. Mordaunt hummed a tune to himself, and Kept 
looking out of window. 

" Well," said Walter, " rather mechanical ; it seems to 
have been Mr. Dickson's plan." 

" Ah, well, I suppose it is important to teach young 
boys mechanically," said Mr. Mordaunt, reading a book 
be had just taken off the shelf. 

Anotner floor for poor Walter: what did it mean P He 
did not know what to make of Mr. Mordaunt. The 
clergyman withdrew. He had hardly done so, when, to 
Walter's horror, a carriage drove up, and Lady Olivia 
appeared, with Miss Spriggs, and approached the school- 
room door. Lady Olivia entered, and Miss Spriggs 
behind her. 

** Ah, the new master, Mr. — Mr. Koniberg, I think. 
Well, Mr. Conybeare " 

"My name is not Conybeare," said Walter; "my 
name is Layton." 

" Oh, yes. Well, how do you find the school P I am 
sure — ah, there is that clever boy— that clean, nice boy— 
what a help j^ou must find him V* 

Walter wished earnestly she would hold her tongue. 
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'' Well, we have come to take classes. Miss SpriggiE^ 
will take tbe first class in theology, for that's her line ; 
I'll take the second — mine's a more humble line — I 
always take the spelling. Shall we proceed, Mr. Lay ton ?' ' 
said she, with a winning smile. 

Walter hesitated: he was horror-struck at the mere 
proposal. 

" My dear Miss Spriggs, will you sit down to take the 
theological examination ?" 

Miss Spriggs half shut her eyes, and laughed in a 
weeping manner, said something about inability, and sat 
down. Lady Olivia sat down in the second class ; Eobert 
intuitively took the third. Education was afloat, and poor 
Walter stood aghast. 

Walter bent forward, without any particular intention 
of hearing what Miss Spriggs was saying ; but whenever 
he did, she was always dwemng with weeping earnestness 
on the duty of obedience, strict obedience, — "dear, 
naughty children, entire, loving obedience to the new 
master;" — and she shook her head often, and looked 
keenly at little vacant faces, which, with "lips down- 
dropping," and dull eyes, were staring far above her. 
Then, if Lady Olivia turned round, in a moment Miss 
Spriggs dwelt on the duty of " being most respectful to 
the great rich people in the village, who were so very 
kind to them ;" or if ever Eobert peered over his slate, 
the discourse shot off into the duty of following " bright 
intelligence and examples of good boys." Walter st6od 
in great suffering and perplexity. What was the use of 
all this P and what was ne to do if this went on ? 

School was over ; Bobert stayed to the last, to put up 
slates, books, and boards, mended the pens, set the copies, 
so quick, so attentive, so quiet, so very kind and civil to 
Walter ! He seemed so anxious to help the new master 
in every way he could, that Walter was quite astonished, 
nay delighted. How unwise you were, Walter, to under- 
rate that boy ! 

Bob^, too, was gone: the sound of the children's 
voices rang clearly and merrily in the glow of the autumn 
evening. Walter locked the door and strolled down the 
path. It was a beautiful evening, full of soft long shadows 
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and bright intense light, melting off dreamily and myste- 
riously in the west. He stood to think and gaze on the 
old church-tower and the graves around him. Those 
October evenings are very pensive. He strolled on, 
when a noise of mirth and shouts of laughter reached his 
ear. He approached the spot ; and in a deep shadow up 
a court were a number of schoolboys standing, shouting 
with laughter at a figure in the middle, who was enacting 
some part very cleverly, Walter drew nearer, when, to 
his astonishment, he discovered, in the centre, Eobert, in 
the very cleverest, quickest, neatest way in the world, 
imitating Waiter's lame walk and manner of speaking, 
taking-off his way of saying " good evening," and a trick 
Walter had of sighing. It was done so cleverly, quickly, 
and easily, that peals of laughter succeeded each new act. 
Scarcely had Walter recovered his surprise, when a figure 
broke from the little crowd and rushed up to Eobert, his 
face flushing with colour, and struck a blow at the suc- 
cessful actor. The little champion said nothing, but 
stood back appalled at his own oaring. Eobert paused. 
" What's the matter now, young master ?" 

*^ He's a good man — a kind man ; you shan't abuse 
him !" cried Henry, choking with anger and fear. 

Eobert was very quiet and self-possessed ; he eyed his 
young enemy as coolly as if he were hearing a class at 
school, and then quietly said, " You shall see the odds of 
it to-morrow at school, young cockeywax ; we know who's 
got the voice there." 

Henry shrunk back into the crowd, and Walter re- 
treated before they dispersed. 

Poor Walter ! he waa again alone : his first day over ; 
and what a day it had been — how baffling, how disappoint- 
ing ! Yet, after its manv hours of contrarieties, Eobert 
and Henry stood where they were yesterday. He under- 
stood both better. Henrjr — yes, he loved that boy more 
than before; yet he saw his faultp more. Mr. Mordaunt 
— how strangely disappointing! Lady Olivia— how pro- 
voking ! The people of the village were so distant and 
unsociable, and he felt so much a stranger. Walter sat 
ruminating over his tea, while the fire went on talking 
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tobim, and the kettle iingiliff. Suiai^iiitiiig ! Yet; 
that is, you had formed yeiy fiuse expeetatioiui of what a 
scboolmaster's life was to be, and 70U are diseovering noir 
more what maa and life are. Is not that the truth of it, 
young schookBaster ? How will you feel at your next 
tea ? We shall see after to-morrow's expencHoee. 



CHAPTEE rV. 

THI CLASS. 



WiXTEB was discouraged ; his yiews of life were feat 
fleeting into a colourless distance. He never had very* 
bright expectations of anything;; but if he had fair 
dreams of any future, it lay in the realms of educatioiv 
and a half clerical life in a retired country villa^ ; but 
the figures of his youthful dreams were fast faihng, lika 
shadows, from his grasp. The clergyman he had dieamt 
of had tamed out cold, abrupt, and disappointing; ; amozuj^ 
the children, cleverness seemed to be a mate with wicked 
ness, and goodness with untidiness and unpunctualily 
(the latter, l)y the by, was a great fault in Walter's eyea) ; 
the kind sympathies of the rich in the parish were fleet- 
ing off at the comers of the bed in which he had had hia 
dream in the fantostic figures of Lady Olivia and Miss 
Spriggs. 

"Well, I'll not be overcome yet," said Walter, as 
he turned on his side in bed after two sleepless honra. 
^ I will work up a class of youths, and make them love me ^ 
I vrill form them on an idea of my own ; I will instruct thenx 
in a more real manner than the common mode of aehooL 
instruction ; it stands to reason that this mere machine 
work of classes never can answer ; I have heard» and X 
believe, that human nature is capable of anything, espe- 
cially in childhood, before the heart is hard ; so I will 
begin to-morrow. Let me see, who shall I begin. with?" 

Take care^ Walter ; dreaming again ; you'll be dia- 
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appointed, yotmg man, if fcfo. do not tftke (HMtt ; Jufit add 
more to the above remark, and y^ii*ll be v?ifte. Propose 
to t$ke six hoyfh and to find disapp^nntmeast in tillof tbem 
after one year ; afber two yeaiM to be thorongbit fi^sfied 
with three of them ; and at the end of tbe Whoh Wt)!rk t^ 
be moderately aad gratefblly 8ati«Sed with having found 
imd worked some gcwd out <» all. 

*' What/' ffdd Walter, turning retitldMy on hi8 pillow, 
" am I to have no bright Mtults t ia human nattire qtiite 

Stay, 'Waker, a moment ; you wiH have bright reitutter, 
bat not perfect ones ; and aa to diat matter of human 
nnibure, do try and remember it ia a eontinnal mi^tture of 
bad and good. 

" "Wen, but/' mad Waiter, tttttfting pettishlj^ roand on 
the othw nde, **ii 1 depend on Gon and religion, I shall 
have bright remilta.** 

There is the verjr point, young aehoolmaBter. Bo 
€k>s'a work because it ia Gou*«i work, and you will care 
for no lesolts ; it is never Goi^'a object to reflect credit 
on His own workman. But Waltea* dropped off into 
a doze; and whether the voiee he had kwn listening 
to had cooe from the spider which had been weaving its 
noiseless web up in the dusty comer, or from the embers 
which had crackled themselves to colourless sleep in the 
graite, or from his own fevered brain assuming a bodily 
rorra, Walter did not know ; he was fast aedeep ^nKiaently, 
and the room remained quiet enough tfll the moming 
dawn, and he rose to begin life over again in another day. 

Henry met him at breakfast fall of smiles and rosy 
health: Walter felt friU of hope and expectation, Henry 
shoidd be the fin^ of his new class. Eob^rt surelv 
he could not admit into it ; but it would hardly be safe 
to discard him ; he was very clever, and would soon become 
Ids rival in the school ; then he must get him out of the 
school, and this he had no power to do ; the school was in 
the hmids of the tnisteesv and Walter had not the power 
to keep or send away one boy ; then it becateie <»e2M!r 
than ever to him that life must be success among diffi- 
culties ; it was dear Eobert must be incorporated in the 
dassi and if so, must take precedence, of ^ne widow's 
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Bon ; and how on earth to operate efiectirelj on a dispo^ 
sition like his Waiter could not see. But never mi^ ; 
the spider's song last night had done its work ; anj how, 
two out of the six were settled, Bobert and Henrj, and 
now for the other four. 

That morning Walter formed his class. James Wood 
was the third. The young schoolmaster chose him be- 
cause he was very poor and had no parents^ hut was 
brought to school by a hu^e broad coarse sisiiery who was 
married, and seamed to wish to be rid of the boy, for she 
had four young ones of her own; and as for Jem, he 
must do something for himself as soon as possible. She 
could not pay for his schooling beyond tne winter; he 
must crow-keep, that's certain, next spring. She half 
repented she had promised mother on her death-bed 
that she would do for him ; but mother always spoilt him ; 
he was youngest ; and she was determined she wouldn't 
spoil him, no, that she wouldn't. 

This had been Jem's introduction to Walter; so he 
thought he might be of use to the boy. Walter had been 
rather puzzled to see how to begin his new class, and 
what the introduction should be. He could not say, 
" Now will you come and be one of six whom I want 
to form into something remarkable ?" So he determined 
to ask them all to tea the next Sunday, and to make an 
indirect beginning. ''James Wood, you hare done 
your lessons very well this week; after to-morrow's 
service you may come with Henry and have tea with 
me." 

Jemmy looked up suddenly : '' Will there be cake like 
the school feast ? and may I take some away with me for 
next day ? for they — I meant Lady livvy — cotched me 
with some, and she said she'd have me walioped." 

The opening of this answer to the invitation startled 
Walter, hut the conclusion was so droll that he could not 
help laughing. '' There will be no cake, my little feDow," 
said Wfdter smiling; ''but you come, and we shall be 
very happy." 

cf emmy, no way disconcerted at the denial of Walter, 
returned to the form, and was telling the whole tale to 
another little boy by his side. 
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• **New master's axed me to supper a* Sunday; be'ant 
be a rum 'un, I say ?" 

Walter was determined to watch all that passed, to judge 
of his new class. Jemmy was clearly good-natured and 
simple-minded ; trouble sat light upon him ; not deficient, 
likely to do well enough for Walter's purpose. 

There was another sickly-faced boy, very thoughtftil, 
quick, and attentive, who always seemed anxious to do 
well, and knew his collects to a letter ; and always stood 
saying them with his hands behind him, looking full in 
Walter's face, as if, if the roof fell in, he would not be 
diverted from his purpose : his name was Jonah Lewis, 
and his father was a better sort of labourer. The boy 
was quick-tempered — a little "awkward," Robert said; 
but Walter liked him. He always wore a pin-cloth, very 
dean and darned ; a frill, and whitish trousers, very clean 
too. He was always dressed alike ; and on Sundays 
had a round jacket, striped waistcoat, a great deal of 
shining stuff on his hair, and walked in to a minute. 

Jonah was asked to tea on Sunday. "Thank you, 
sir," said Jonah, and looked full at Walter ; and, making a 
salaam, went back to his seat without another word, 
coloured up, and told no one anything ; went on with his 
lesson. He did give one nod over his slate to a boy 
at the other end of the room, whieh Walter supposed 
conveyed the news ; but the word was accompanied by no 
smile. 

The next Walter determined to try was quite different ; 
a roush Irish boy, whose mother lived in a bam all alone 
with him. His father had been dead some years, and 
Patrick was now thirteen ; dark eyes, thin face, wild and 
shaggy hair ; always ^ood-natured and smiling ; always in 
rags, though always m cloth clothes ; but his ways were 
so winning and mnd, that Walter coidd not help loving 
him. 

"Och!" said Patrick, "and won't I jist bless your 
riverince ; and shatU I bring my mither P och, and won't she 
like it jist ; and she'll sing ye a song all about Eillamey ; 
and she'll — " But Walter thought it better to say a 
word about his invitation not being intended to include 
.the lady ; but Patrick had bounded off, and had already 
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told the whole ohu», and bad undertaken to get lenTe for 
them all to come too; and when Walter looked* the 
Iriahman wa« the centre of a group who had gathered 
round him, full of curioua anzie^ to hear the news. 

There were five ; now for the aizth : who shall he be ? 
There was BichardBamea, oneof a family of nine; he will 
do ^ he waa not clever, but attentive and anxioua to please ; 
always so kind to his little brother and sister, and luraflged 
out the baby for mother in the evening down the hme, 
and always seemed to do what he waa tdd from a kind dT 
real simple affection;— he had *' gone through'* Bedue- 
tion, but could not " do" Addition ; he had taken hia 
books home, that was enough, and had read thnwgh aU 
the clasa-books ; but if he had read them backwards would 
have had just aa much idea of what he had read : he 
would do. When he was asked to tea^ he aaid, '^ Yea» 
sir, thAnk'ee," and went on utterly unaffected. There 
they aire,: Bobert^ Henry, James^ Jonah, Patrick, and 
BicWd. 

How will it answer ? We shall see. 



CHAPTBB V. 

PATSIOK* 

<' How shall I influesice them?'' thonght Walter, aa 
Sunday morning came, and the hcjB were coming that 
afternoon to tea. ^ What shall I say to them ?'* and he 
gpew more than half nervous and anxious at the ezpectai- 
tion. He now found that the best way was to leave it to 
nature and the moment. Solitude on such a subject waa 
but a poor suggeetor : so Walt^ thought. He deter- 
mined that he would watch them closely, and iudge> as 
far aa he could, of their different charaoten by their eoor 
duct and conversation. 

Sunday afternoon came, and the schools eame to 
church, and among them the hap^ little company. It 



ynB dariref now, ami the eandlM were lighted fbr lifted 
HOOD service. Walter watdied the guests, who had come 
to school all ready for the ^ture. Bobert was, as usual, 
-exactly what he should be— clean irill, cloth jacket, bright 
shoes; and was quite pr^ared to begin the civilities of 
the te»>table in the school<4*0(nn : his scene was dearlr 
getting up. The Irishnitta came in a long, bkck cloth 
tail-coat) which dangled at his heels, full of holes, enve^ 
lining his whole person like a sack, and had a yeUow 
handkerchief slung round his neck, as though boimd up 
for a sudden mocident ; he had got a piece of a cabbage 
stuck in his button-hole. 

Walter's tea was to be at five o'clock. A thorough 
wintry afternoon, cold and dull ; he had made a good 
fire, which blazed cheerftdly round the room . Two ttdiow 
candles were on ihe table ; plates of bread and butter 
«(ood piled up on thfe small round table; the tea-tray, 
which was brought from home, was polished to its 
'brightest pitdi. AH kx^ed happy; and the last duU 
light oi me afternoon quivered outside ^ window, as if 
<^e sky meant ail the worid to go in-door»< Walter 
looked at his oomfoitable room, and Mulled. How pleased 
little Henry would be to see the room k)ek so happy 
which he bad so often deaned! and how the hungry 
Irishman woi^dd enjoy his tea, when he seidom had any*- 
thing besides dry crusts ! and Uttie Jonah, what an ac^ 
«ount he would take home! How delightful to make so 
many people happy ! Was not that the way to win their 
hearts ana gain their afB»ctions, and throu^ that, every- 
thing dseP 

** I'll teli yonr master!'^ uttered a shrill, dear voice; 
"I'll tdl your master— see if I won't r wid the same 
littler voice, broiling out into a sort of wet thaw, just 
before a burst of tears, like a haard j&ost breaking up mto 
wet rills underfoot* 

'' Tell him, if you like, old cook ; teli him at the feast. 
I don't care, he didn't ax me ; so them's another for you." 
1%]S speech was followed by a heavy dab and sj^ash, and 
that, after a shower of mud, by a loud howl, so sudden 
and determined, as if proceeding from a very vigorous 
will. Poor little 3<ma,hf by a succesrful shot, had just 
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received a handful of mud exactly on the point of ilfe 
nose, which, acting with a power of lever, had scattered 
the mud like a discharge of grape or canister at a 
siege. Walter opened the door suddenly, and ad- 
mitted the poor little fellow, whose appearance was all 
the more forlorn from the fact of his evident neatness of 
dress got up for the occasion ; but before Walter could 
interfere, a loud shout rung along the road, and the Irish 
boy, coat and all, had darted forward to avenge the cause 
of his fellow guest. 

" Ocb 1 and ve'll do it, will ye P Sure enough, ye're 
a raal manger-dog ; ye carn't get the feast yersel, and ye 
stops them as can !'* 

And the next moment blows thick as hail were descend- 
ing on the head of the unfortunate assailant from the in- 
furiated Irishman. Screams, howls, and indignation broke 
from the unfortunate Englishman, when more help ar- 
rived on both sides, and the pelting of mud and jargon of 
abuse became loud on the ears of the guests already as-* 
sembled. Walter's heart failed him: his ideal tea was 
melting into air ; he felt half ashamed and awkward as he 
came out to separate the combatants. He caught hold 
first of the Irishman by the coat-tail, which unfortunately 
was rotten, and gave way with a loud rent, and Walter 
stood still with the coat-tail in his hand, and by the rent 
ex{>osed the porous condition of the under garments. 
This failing, Walter had in the dark caught hold of the 
wild Irishman's long flowing hair. 

"And he's been a buttering pink-eyed Jonah, the 
shindy, he has ; and all bekase of his filthy jealousy. I'll 
see ii I won't," continued the infuriated and gasping 
Irishman, struggling in vain to be rid of Walter's hand. 
" Bad luck to you, thin, new masther, for lugging me off 
the Saxon; bad luck to ye! bekase I'd have shillaleed 
him like my fayther did the French at Ciudad Eodrigo. 
Hurra, hurra 1 young 'un, I say." 

All this time Walter was in vain trying to choke the 
life or the voice out of his obstreperous pupil, pulling at 
his shirt and hair, while he was dancing and leaping like 
a rampant lion in a round stained-glass shield. " Hurra ! 
none of your blarney. Who was your &yther ? A m*li- 
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tiaman, and mine was a rigler sodger, bom wi' a red coat 
on his back, and Salamanca printed on his skin, like a 
sailor wi' an anchor blown into his hand. Hurra, I say !'' 

But by this time, what with being half throttled and 
dragged down, Patrick was precipitated into the tea-room, 
blustering in a towering passion. Poor little Jonah was 
still sobbing his last tears over the fire, and ever and 
anon looking down on his dirty pincloth, and dropping 
fresh tears at the thought of what "mother would say." 
The sudden and desperate entrance of Patrick scared the 
unfortunate little Englishman nearly into the fire. 

Poor Walter ! Life is indeed full of difficulties, and 
our best intentions are strangely shadowed by disappoint* 
ments. By this time all had arriyed ; indeed, most had 
been aiding at the fight on one side or the other. Eobert, 
odd boy, who had seen the whole, heard the whole, knew 
all about it, helped AV alter in the last fell struggle, had 
not got one spot of dirt or turned a hair of his head : he 
was just ready to sit down to tea, as if nothing had hap- 
pened. Patrick, all dishevelled, but no way disconcerted, 
plunged into the plate of bread and butter vigorously. 

" Och, and didn't, thin, I say, misther, did ye ever hear 
of my father ? he was a wild Irishman ; and my mither 
says, * X ou know, Patrick, your fayther was a good one, 
my boy.' * Jist so, mither,' says I. * Patrick,' says she, 
* your fayther says as he was a-going. Bring up Patrick 
for a sodger.' ' xes, my jewel,' says she. * And will ye, 
my own heart ?' says he. * And I will,' says she. -Ajad 
sure enough she bought me this very coat on my back, 
bekase it is lined inside the sleeve wi' red. ^ That's right, 
my darling,' saj^s he. And so I'm to be a sodger, my 
boys, and fight in the next Peninsular. * And I hope,' 
says my fayther, Hhat Patrick wiU be fortunate, and 
fight like I have at Badajos, Salamanki, and all that I 
have been through, and my boy must do the same.' 
' Och, and shan't he !' says she ; and so I'm off to Sala- 
manki to fight the French. I say, fancy, my boys— 
what's the matter, thin P" 

Patrick's flow of eloquence had completely dumb- 
founded poor Walter. There seemed no chance of lack 
of conversation, and still less of forming character; for 
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Patrick promised to absorb tbe former, and to Femajn in 
the latter respect rery much what he was to his dying 
day. But, meantime, while he was kmgbiBg with <jear, 
dark, intelligent eyes all around the room, eating pro- 
digiously, aiMi was com^etely searing Walter on the idea 
ot an msuffidency oi provisions, he summed np the 
whole by cstching a piece of bread and butter out of 
Jonah's mouth, and poked it into his pocket. ^And 
isn't it for my mither, Jony, my boy P" 

Walter found it was now high time to interfere. Poor 
little Jonah was really terrified, and Bobert's sense of 
propriety eviden% very much affected. Quiet was at last 
restored. 

''Shr/' said Bobc^ ''Hie batite of Salamanca was 
fought between the English and French in fi^sain, — 
wasn't it r 

This looked calm and educational, and Walter breathed 
again. 

"Yes, it was." 

** And the English won it, didn't they, sir F" 

" Yes." 

** Under Lord Wellington P' 

''And wasn't he jist an Irishman, and no Englishman 
at all f^ and wasn't my fiijtiier coumn by the mither's 
mde to the Lwd WeOingtonP and wasn't it the Irisk 
beat Hie battle o' Salamanki ? and wasn't it the Lord 
Wdlington who rid by my fiiyther in the last charge, and 
said, ' Go it, my boy ; gire 'em a taste of shillaly ( Goit; 
you're the fayther of Patrick!' though I wasn't bom, 
out Lord Wellington knew I should be." 

Thk subject was sure to get up a talk, for the volume 
of Patrick's wif was endless. 

Tea was over. James had not spoken ; he had eaten 
vlefsitifaXfy, and was rather tired ; nothing had disturbed 
nim. He had looked up from time to time at the Irish* 
mah, and wcmdered at bim, but only his eves were d»- 
turbed-^no other part of him ; and now all was over, he 
folded his hands in front of him, and, looking quietly up 
at Walter, said, ^ Please, sir, are we to come again next 
Sunday?" 

<'No, my little man," said Walter ; ''not so smm." 



,. Henry had Iwen aikntly at work, helping thiB others 

^ and watohing Walter, fetoning the kettle and taking it 
y baek, fully plewsed, aa if the room and entertaumient 
^ were his own. He had not eaten much, hut he laughed 
^ in his quiet way at Patridk, and sometiineB looked a Httle 
j frightened. 

^ ^ Please, sir, may we go P" said Jonah, who had hardly 

J yet recovered fiom that kii^d of hiceoughing sob which 
nad followed his outburst of grief, and continued like 
, rain wfaieh will not stop, long oner the sun has oome out. 
I **Yea." 

^Fleaae, air, will yoa write a note, and tell mother 
about the ^indoth?" 

" Och, did ye hear him now P tell his mother about 

hia pindoth! as if she wouldn't see it neither, when it's 

all dommocked wi* mud. Och, now, if I raaly won't — " 

But Walter stopped him, and tried to eomfort Jonah 

by writing the note. The little boy took it gratefully. 

" Thank'ee, sir, for my tea," said he, matting down his 
^ossy hair, and bowing ; iSad so saying, sedately went out. 
^ The booby,^ said Patrick, lauding ; ^ if I won't meet 
him in the lane and upset him, like my fayther upset 
Boneyparti in the ditch at Bodrigo, when Boney walked 
up and said, * Hollo, my hearty! what are you P' * Pa^ 
tnck's fayther that is to be,' said my fayther ; then up 
wi' his bagonet and stuck him to the wall. Won't 1 
jist P" And before Walter could stop him, the young 
soldier had dashed out, shouting with lan^ter, and fiili 
of murderous intentions to turn Jonah into a Fr^hman. 
^ Good night, sir," said Bobert, briskly; '' my mother 
deaized me to say, she was much obliged to you for your 
kindnesB, and I hope you will accept a few egss." So 
saying, he brought out a basket beautifully packed with 
eggs, and covered over with a clean cloth. 

<<Thank you, Bobert; I am much obliged to your 
mother : pray thank her for me." 

" Q-ood night, m" said Bobert; *'I have enjoyed my 
evening veiy much." And Bobert sallied forth. 

James said nothing but *' Good nigbt," without looking 
up ; but went on pulling his hair to the door, as if he 
the personification of some pnndple in l^e door 
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which had admitted him, and he was gone. Sichard fol- 
lowed speechless at his heels, as if frightened at being 
left alone; and Walter and Henry were left by them- 
selves. 

" Well, Henry, my boy," said Walter, kindly, ** now we 
must clear away." 

Henry was idl activity ; he was delighted to be work- 
ing for Walter ; he seemed quite to feel the room his o¥m 
—he knew where to put every thing. 

" Well, Henry," said Walter, "and how do you think 
the tea went off?" drawing close to the fire, as the little 
lad drew his stool near, and showed evident sims of being 
pleased beyond measure at being so high in Walter's 
confidence. 

" Very well, very nice indeed ; how good the bread and 
butter was ! Mother can't have butter ; she says it's 
thirteen-pence a pound now," said he, playing a tune 
with his fingers on his knee, and gazing into the fire with 
his eyes half closed. 

"Do you think the boys were happy ?" said Walter, 
anxious to get out some distinct sign of the Buccess of 
his plan. 

" Patrick's a jolly fellow," said Henry, laufirhini; ; " d've 
think he'll be a sodger?" / -e e> j 

" Poor Jonah," said Walter. 

" Ah, he'll catch it ; his mother's a real rum un ; she 
keeps a bir<eh over the fireplace, and wallops 'em all like 
fun ; and if she sees them muddy things — my eyes !" 

So ran the conversation, and Walter was not likely to 
get many direct observations from Henry on the result of 
the tea-partv. Henry's mind clearly ran on the small 
minutiae of the conviviality, which were furthest removed 
from Walter's care. 

" Eichard's an odd 'un : he prigged a bit of bread and 
butter for his chum," said Henry, continuing a kind of 
half soliloquy and half conversation. 

" Did he ?" said Walter ; « that's not right." 

"No ; I said he was a thief." 

"Well," said Walter, "I hope not so bad as that 
either." * ' 

A few moments passed without any more on either 
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Bide. Henry remained warming himself, and Walter sat 
looking at the embers for solutions to fifty difficulties. 

As he sat with his hands on his knees, he felt a warm 
hand touch his. The widow's son had slid his little warm 
hand into "Walter's, ¥rith that kind of hesitating manner 
which means, " Will you be offended ?" while his eyes 
were kept on the fire. Walter returned the touch with 
a kind pressure. Henry looked up with an eye full of 
love and kindness. 

"You are so kind,"Baid the little boy, "so, kind to me, 
I would do any thing for you — any thing in the whole 
world ; it was so kind to give us all the tea. I can't 
think that Eobert means what he says." 

" Stay, dear Henry, do not speak against any one. I 
lote you to love me, and I love you." 

The child's head fell against Walter's arm, and a warm 
glow came to Walter's heart. 

Well, young schoolmaster, are you getting on? has 
the tea done its work ? 

"Done its work!" said a voice from a picture in a 
book which stood open on the bookshelf: it was of a 
middle-aged p;entleman, who had made his fortune in 
trade, and retured, with his money, to live in the country ; 
lie kept a footman and a butler, three horses and a car- 
nage, and this book was his wonderful life. 

" Done its work !" said the picture, rattling inside the 
book against the leaves. " Love and bread and butter ! 
Ha, ha ! love you because they get a good tea ! Ha, ha !" 

Never mind him, Walter — never mind ; you are right, 
he is wrong. There is a deep, deep fountain of love 
breaking up out of that young boy's heart, which has 
been tlm>bDing and struggling to get its way for many a 
long day. Never mind if the tea did just break the 
sui&ce and let it out. 



''You know as how I said I'd follow him, and so I did. 
Little Jonah, d'ye know P Off he went, prim as a daisy. 
Off I goes, brisk as a linnet. On goes Jonah. Now, 
says I, he is Bonypart, and I'll make, like my fayther, a 
Salamanki of him out in the dark lane. Away went he 
till he got into the lane, and then he walked on quick as 
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a cutter in tke cove of Corky aU in a finght about hia 
clean pindoth and hia mither. ' Wollop/ erieB I. ^ See I' 
shouts Bony, and off he went 'Stop, ye nigger/ says 
I, and away I went, and gave him ehase. I cotched him 
soon. ' Now for a Salamanki,' says I ; so I eotehed bin 
up, and tied his hands behind him. ' Now,' says I, ' Bony, 
don't ye see, ye'r the Frenoh king, and Vm mvfiqrther, a 
raal sodser ; and the lane's Salamanki, and the diteh ia 
the ditch round the town, and this shilalee is a bagonet, 
a raal EngUsb bagonet, and I'm a going to stick ye thro' 
wi' it.' 'Eeeel' squ«iked Bony. 'Bear up, my lad,^ 
says I ; ' keep up yer heart, my hearty ; here goes. It'U 
go slap thro' ye — a quick deatii and a sodger's end** 
'Bonyl' says he: So saying, I stands in the opposite 
hedge, prepared for the chwrge. ' Bear up^ Bony, my 
bo7.' But no sooner had I prepared my diatge than a 
holloboUoo was heard, and Bony's mither and all tbe 
f rinc^ came up along the dark lane^ So away I risn, and 
left Bonv on the hedge, and — " 

How long Patrick would hav^ ^ne on it is hard to sa;jr, 
or when Walter would hare got in a word; but at tbia 
moment new voices were added to the scene, and JoiDak 
Lewis appeared in doleful plight, dragged forward by lus 
mother, and ei^ht or nine ot^er women with her. 

" Oh, you vile, filthy, wicked Irishman 1" panted the 
discomfited Jonah's mother, who had aj^roaehed ex- 
hausted with her exertion. ** Oh, you vile—" 

By this time the party had reached the door of Walter's 
house, and Patrick haid bounded into it, bunting with 
laughter. 

*' Oh, youl" cried she a third time, doubling her Sgb, 
and levelling a fell blow at his face ; but the Inehmaa 
stepped asi&, and the blow fell fuU on poor Henry, who 
stood behind, and, meeting him just in the middle of the 
face, felled him to the ^ound. 

Walter was in despair. What was to be done i The 
scene was becoming ttulj horrible. 

** And is mv boy to be abused and insulted by this vile, 
impudent chud of an Irishman,, who lives in a bam, 
and-" 

« My mither lives in a bami— yes, and my mithee^a 



only here for a month's recreatioB in the summer, darlin', 
and she'll live in a palace in Galway." 

Another blow was aimed in answer to this. 

" My good woman," said Walter, interfering, "pray be 
quiet ; let me manage. I will—'* 

" You ! you ! you're fit to be a master, indeed !" said 
the enraged mother ; '' ask boys to tea» indeed, and bring 
them up to such scandalous jwactioee. Ask 'em to tea^ 
indeed I What's the use of your tearparties, to make 'em 
jealous, and quarrel with my Jony P" 

« Ha, ha I Bonjr, my darlin' V 

''Hold your wicked tongue I" shouted the enraged 
matron. '' Oh, for good Mr. Dickson ! he neyer gaye 
them such libertiee ; he was a real good'un of the old 
school. Oh, no, no — " 

"My good woman," agiain interrupted Waliaerj but 
b^oore he could say more, there arriyed, to take heat part, 
the quaint figure of Patrick's mother^— a short, daark- 
eyed; good-natured^looking woman, elderly, and dirty in 
the extreme, with iroft*grey hair streaming ia flakes from 
her head. 

" Och ! and sure here's my mither !" shouted Patrick. 

In came the good woman, and, stickiB|» her bare arms 
into her side, and twisting her elbows round in firont o£ 
her, and bending her figure from the waist, as if going to 
eurtsey to Patrick's new tnast^, she wiidced with her 
eye on both sidea of her, and closing her lips, sm&d 
eunningly. 

"Well, my darlin' r 

These wordsy said with an inexpressible droUexy aib 
Jonah's mother, raised a new laughter, which put that 
good woman into a fit of renewed rage. 

" Oh, you are the wildest Irishwoman, that ever pia'ned 
a yillage." 

'* Och, stay—" 

" Patrick," said Walter^ " I insist I will haye no more. 
My good women, you must all go. I will look into this 
affair at school." 

Sobert now stepped forward, caJm^ sedate, and collected. 

" Sir," said he, " Patrick is a bad boy, the ruin of the 
sobool,. and ong^t to be punished." 
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« What's tbat, binny P" said Patrick ; but Eobert liad 
Mrs. Lewis between him and Patrick, and be felt safe. 

"I can, sir," said Bobert, "tell you more to-morrow 
against this boy, and I will do it." 

" Very well," said Walter, struck with Bobert^s calm 
manner ; " now you must all go." 

'* Come along, my darlin'," said the Irish lady, as her 
soon took her arm, and they walked off together. Mrs. 
Lewis and her son followed, supported by all the reat. 

Walter was in bed, the day was past, and the tea-party 
over. How had it answered ? " Failure complete I'' said 
Walter, turning round. 

" Failure I No," said the spider, who had been weav- 
ing away silently in the comer. 

" No feilure ! Why so P Because I*m made a fool of 
by others, and ashamed of myself for doing a kind act ? 
and what good has it done P" 

" Well, well, Walter, has it done none P Tou don't 
see it, but think awhile. Tou don't know all, Walter, 
you did." 

•'Te8,Ido." 

" Does not that Henry love you better, and feel more 
at home with you ?" 

"Yes." 

" And have not all gained steps in their history by 
being objects of attention P and has it not made them 
conscious of another nature by a new love and hope? 
Yes; they feel raised by being l)rought together and 
cared for by you. Very good. Then there is something 
done." 

"True." 

" That Irish boy I Have you not got a power and in- 
finence over him which you had not got beiore P" 
"Yes, to he sure I have." 

" Well, then, be at rest. The tea has done its work." 

"Oh, but," said Walter, in the still, silent room at 

n^ht, " they laughed at me for the tea, and said I was a 

fooJ for ray pains; and nothing but quarrellings and 

bJows arose £rom it afterwards." 

Here the spider dropped the full length of his web 
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waA dangled close heiore Walter, in the dim glimmeriiig 
of the night light. 

'' There's the point, Walter. Never mind what any 
body says. Try and gain those children's ears ; try ana 
inflaence them, and soften them ; make them We you, 
and you can do any thing with them. You have dona 
no harm ; you have gained a step ; that is all you could 
expect, for working a work for Ghon, expect nothings 
and be satisfied by doing your duty. Qo on labouring 
for them, and by*and*by the day will come when th^ 
work will seem to fail, and every one speak against your 
work, a^ laugh, and call you a good-natured fool for 
y^our pains, and smile at the idea of raising human na» 
ture. Never mind any of thenu If you have raised one 
child's nature to appreciate higher, holier, greater things 
-—if you have drawn out the long-tangled thread of love 
coilea round one heart — you have done your work. Never 
mind, young schoolmaster ; you will l^ink of the tea-party 
one di^r." 

So saving, ihe spider ran back along his dender thread 
to his dun, dosty comer in the bed-p^, and Walter waa 
£ut aaleep. 



CHAPTEE VI. 

SlTTXa *rftOlTllL'lS8» 

WaIiTSS wasnot a happy man— fiv from it: a riiade of 
sadness always hung over his fiice, and seined to dim his 
joy; and when others laughed, he 'sijffhed. He would 
wander for hours alone on Saturday anemeon and Sun- 
dwf, and return from his wanderings with a large bundle 
of flowers, which he had gathered fistlessly in hedges and 
fields, and throw them down dn his table, and leave them 
tiiero for hours. Henry often found them withered in the 
morning. He seemed conscious of loneliness, and soli- 
toda was to him evidently a painful reality. To many, 

£ 
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0oGtnde is an acddent^ and ao merrily slides the atreani 
of their life, that they do not perceive that it flows with<» 
out a kindred current near. !Bat not so with Walter : he 
anpeared ever oonscious that some one was not there. 
There are some whose heart's hittemess yearns to be told, 
who long for ** the stranger" who will mtermeddle with 
their joy ; and he was one. How many a yoang sdiool- 
master has the same history! and how great the mistake 
when the clergyman does not advanee, and offer a home 
to yearning sympathies longing for companionshipy whidi 
he could so well gratify ! 

' Mr. Mordaunt seemed hitherto just this i he had not 
come forward, and Walter had almost begnn to think he 
would not. There was a dash of discontent in Walter's 
disposition, which made him resent a supposed slisht with 
too much and too sudd^i despondency. The net was, 
Walter had early loved one who had fully returned his 
lore with sincere affection. . ]B11mi Ward had gone to 
school with Walter since he was seven and she was Ave 
years old : they played at the same garden gate, danced 
and sung in the same hay-field, wore the same May gap- 
land, turned pale at the same Christmas story, and wan- 
dered through the same harvest-field at gleaning-time. 
As they grew older they became more and more different, 
though they loved one an otl i e r truly and deeply. Ellen 
was bright and joyful, cheerful and happy ; strong in 
purpose, with an air of dignified self-mastery peculiar to 
some of her sex. Walter was aU the reverse^sad, and 
needing a cheering voice, anxious and fretful ; often im- 
patient, and having to learn with di$culty the lessons of 
self-control.. He early clung to Ellen, as ivy to a wall, 
'And she had'early cast her power and influence over him. 
As youn^ as sixteen he had been in the habit of telling 
her all his griefs, opening his difficulties to her, wonying 
•her with his irritable temper, and jealous of her eloee 
•attention ; and she ever received him with eheeifulness 
.and affection, bore his imperfections with patience, and 
.sometimes would a little rally him on his petulance. 
Poor Walter ! he really did love Ellen^ and every plan of 
future life was bound up with her : his cottage was to be 
Jkept by hei^ his fireside made cheerful with hBr voic^hiB 



day's worV cbeered by her coimsel, aad his anxieties to be 
chased away by her smile. Both were sincerely religious, 
»nd longed to walk in the road which led to G-od. But 
iBllen's parents would not suffer the marriage. Thi^ 
mere Dissenters, and disliked Walter's principles, which 
were decided ; aiid Ellen would not marry without theif 
consent till she was old enough to act independently^ 
Often and often had Walter pleaded with them, and en* 
treated at Ward's cottage fire, but in Tain — ^no words of 
his could ever alter the stem decree ; and oftener still 
iiad Walter pleaded with Ellen at his cottage door, and 
down the long summer's lane, to be his wife in spite oi 
her father, but Ellen, would not yield : she loved him 
i^eeply, but her views of duty were severe, and she would 
not move from the path she had learned to think was th^ 
tight one. 

" Oh, Ellen, do consent ! What will my life be with-? 
tmtyou? You promised, me, Ellen, years ago. What 
does your father's will matter when it is evidently so nn^ 
just f ". I will be all to you, Eilen : I know you well. Do, 
xio consent, and be not so hard and stem," said Walter^ 
taking Ellen's hand in his, while hebent his &.ce towardB 
ier^ and eamesUy looked in hers. . ' 

-: Ellen was loolong into the hedge on the othei^ side^ as 
d£ she would eoupt tibe sheep in the field l^eyond. ^ 

" Dear Walter, no : do not press me.so : the day will 
«otDe wheir it might be God's will, but I may not now. 
'What would be the sunshine of our path and home, if the 
ihadow of His anger was cast on it? No, you must 
not— nay,, you may not — press me. He will order aU 
ligbay." 

1 " Oh, Ellen, how can you be so hard! It's not duty, 
it's only selfishness; joamll not, you do not love me, I 
ImoW/how it is — ^you love Charles Wilmot more." 
.- **,0h, Walter," said the poor, girl, struggling to check 
the tear, which would come, "how wrong, how very 
vrong, to say soJ You know, you know it. is false. You 
know, Walter, I would sacrifice my life for you, budb I 
cannot my conscience.'* • 

" Oh, Mien, do forgive me ! I was vrrong to be angry 
*^tb yau; you are so muqh better thanXanu .You were; 
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bom to be mj gaardiaa angel and mj guide. Forghrd 
me, if I was wrong." 

But Ellen's firm purpose weigbed heavilj on Walter's 
mind, and he left borne far the schoolmaster's plaee in 
the village we have described. He often heard firom Ellen, 
but his disappointment falling on a naturaUj* petulant 
and complaining nature, pressed him down : ana he had 
no one to talk to who luiew anything about him, which 
made his case more sad to him stilL 

** Mr. Layton^ will you drink tea with me to-zught ?'* 
said the kind voice of Mr. Mordaunt, overtaking Walter 
in his walk one morning to school. 

Walter started, and coloured up. 

'^Thaok you, sir— yes^ I should like to come very 
much." 

The clergvman was coming out, and becoming tuore 
like his ide^. 

^ Come at seven, will you P and we can have longer 
time for talking." 

Walter warmed : this was very kind, and just what he 
wanted. Then he did feel an interest in him ; and 
Walter valued attention of any sort. 

" I want to speak to yon about a work which I think 
^ou might be able to help me in, and add a little to your 
iDCome," added Mr. Mordaunt, walking on rather b^re 
him, in his own absent manner. 

That was tiresome. Then he did not want to talk of^ 
what, Walter, what did you think he wanted to talk off 
-~of Ellen Ward and your disappointments 2 Yon know 
you expected this, but you are disappointed. It is ao 
foolish, young schoolmaster, to be always catching at 
shadows without form otr colour. Why will you do it ? 
Why will you live in an ideal world of your own, and 
consequently be disgusted with everyone? Take Mr* 
Mordaunt as your guide : he will be of great use to you. 
DOj young schoolmaster, come down to realities. 

But by this time Walter had reached the schoolrooni 
door. 



It was an important morning. Bobert was first at his 
post. Walter was pledged to punish Patrick, and nuuqr 



aoemations wexe ready to be heaped oq the yoiuig Irish- 
man. Pirat and foremost among bis aconsers was Boberts 
he was jealous of every one who gained the least aseen^ 
dancy in any line, whether in talent, goodness, or industry | 
he hated him if he surpassed himseu« He had long been 
deeply and bitterly jealous of Henry, though ha had con- 
cealed it; and the young Irishman's popular manners, 
imd the interest which his universal good-nature called 
out, awoke his consummate vexation. Yet he concealed 
Ilia jealousy : few would hare known it existed. Young 
as he was, he was able to conceal himself under a veil of 
almost impenetrable disguise. Walter had not yet found 
iiim out. 

" Has Patrick come P" said Walter, entering the room. 

** No, sir, not yet He will ruin the aehooC «ir ; it's a 
aad pit y you have no power to turn him out." 

''Well, Bobert, I don't know ; I can't see what good 
lie would get by being sent away : perhaps go to ruin." 

" Well, sir," said Eobert, rather petulantly, ** he ought 
sow to be punished for an example." 

Walter Mt there was an air of presumption in thia 
speech, which surprised him. 

'' WeU, I don't know," said he, shorfly and coldly. 

Bobert had betrayed himself for once. 

** Of course it is as you think beist, but I know there 
is more in that boy than meets the eye." 

«WhatP" said Walter. 

I' Ah," said Bdl)ert, with a sigh« '^I know things, but 
it is not for me to tell them." 

Walter was getting disgusted, when a troop of boys 
appeared, and ratrick among them. Walter saw him 
through the window; he held his hands loasily in his 
podcets, and a lounging indifierence marked his step ; his 
not was pushed oyer his fisiee; he was in £ill talk to a 
small squadron of followers. 

^ I say, let the new mistber hit me, that's all. I'm 
Patrick, the raal boy for the sh'laly. Let him giye it me, 
that's alL" 

^ You hear him !" said IU)bert, who had been placing 
the slates round the forms, and looking up ever and anon 
At Walter. 
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' the whole party burst in. Patrick assumed ai once « 
dogged indifference, and remained the uniyersal object of 
attention of the school; he employed himself with sundry 
winkings and nudgings with his elbows, while his han& 
were plunged into his pockets. 

Jonah appeared, clean, pink, decisiye, and straight* 
fqrward. He sat down, and took up his spelling-cara. ' 

*'S, A, L, Sal; A, Sala; M, A, N, man, Salaiman; 
C, A, ca, Salamanca." 

'< T\l raally Salamanki you, ye varmint T' said Patrick^ 
turning round. 

Walter really dreaded war, and Bobert looked up. 

" Patrick,'* said "Walter, " why did you insult Jonah 
last night ?" 

** Please, your riverence. Bony called me a Frinchman.'* 

" No jokiuff now," said Walter, ** you know I told yoa 
1 must punish you to-day." 

'^Yes, sir," said Patrick, with dogged indifference 
** I'm quite ridd;r." 

" Eobert," said Walter, " you are certain about Jonah's 
tnother finding Jonah pitched into the hedge." 

*^ Oh yes, sir, and when we came up, we heard the Irish 
boy's cry, and we tried to catch him, and could not, and 

' "Well, well, that's enough," said Walter; «I have 
determined what to do." 

" I don't think he meant anything unkind," said little 
Henry, who was standing by ; " he was always very kind 
to me and to all the boys, I think." 
• "I tell you he's not," said Eobert in a rage, and 
colouring up, flashed looks indignantly at Henry. " I 
tell you he's not ; he's a " 

"Hush !" said Walter ; " I have determined what to 
do. Patrick, you must not do this again. Come to tea 
with me next Sunday, and we will have a talk." 
' If a thunderbolt had fallen at his feet, Patrick could 
not have been more surprised ; he started up, and goine 
to the end of the room, flung up his cap into the air and 
shouted, "Hurra I there's a fine misther for ye I— he's 
:wortk a hundred of old Dickson's." 

The effect of this treatment was electrical: Bobert 
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looked discomfited ; Henry looked delisted ; Jonah 
looked up. It had its effect on the school : Bobert had 
been iae hours telling half the school of the enormity of 
Patrick's sin, and now the punishment was to be tea and 
forgiveness. A. perfect triumph had be^i expected by 
iBiobert for himaelf and justice, and Henry was sorely 
alarmed as he put in a word on behalf of the poor Irish* 
^uul« But thiA unexpected line of Walter's astounded 
the Dicksonian disciple, and he hardly knew which feeling 
was strongest, — disgust at such weak and effeminate treat- 
ment, or the knowledge that the opposition had gamed a 
decisive victory. But the line had been taken and the 
work done, and the nervous excitement of the youthful 
schoolmaster was broken by an outburst from Patrick, 
who, making up to Jonah and catching hold of the prim 
little figure in the middle of a long-division sum, and 
huggine him round the waist, much to Jonah's horror, who 
dreaded a sin^e ruffle on his neat ironed dress beyond 
words, shouted : 

^ Arrah, my darling, and niver agin I'll bagonet yott 
in a hawthorn hidge, nor call ye Boney, and nialljt 
enough aint I sorry tho' for having bedrtbled you 
in the forts." This apology probably left Jonah in 9 
worse plight than it found him, for half his breath wa9 
squeezed out, and his clothes sorely rumpled, and the 
close propinquity g£ the Irishman was not over-pleasaAt; 
but Jonah sat down again, slate in hand, looking very red, 
half inclined to cry, and without a smile. That boy's 
heart was touched anyhow, and Walter felt it; the tea^t 
party was having its effect. 

'^ Sir, there's a window broken," said Bobert, coming 
forward with sedate gravity^ '^aad the fourth cdass wiU 
catch the rheumatism." 

« Beally," said Walter ; " and who did it ?" 
. Bobert suspected, and rightly, that Patrick did it, and 
expected of course a denial: Bobert imagined he had 
'proofs to convict him. 

"And sure enough it was I, misther,". said Patrick, 
at once coming forward. There was something which 
struck Walter in this: the full Mid ready confession; 
the maldng no effort to conceal it, so peculiarly the 
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Irish bo7*8 resort ; the kind and frank manner, — ^were 
most cheering: a lie had been aroided, truth spoken out, 
an example shown before the school, and all the effect of 
Walter's treatment. It was telling. 

'^ Oh, I am for old-fashioned nsases, jonng schoolmaster. 
Bojs are not what they seem, and you had much better 
never dream of but one way of teaching them : new brooms 
sweep clean ; thej may tell for a little while, not long ; 
it will soon wear out, this kind of treatment." 

*^ Will it ? I am not sm*e : you may not be able to see 
the work it does, that's possible ; but it is doing tiie 
work ; and etemiiy may see it, if time does not. Xoar 
flogeing would have bronght the lie, and your kindness 
has kept it off: the work lives on the soul, anyhow." 

Well, well, go on in yonr own pig-headed way, young 
schoolmaster ; young men will have their own way. 

Two or three days passed, and thmgs went on well 
enough. The tea-party still told in its good effect on the 
l>oyB. Walter set to work to teach his squadron views of 
liistoxT. 

^Charles the First was a very good man in many 
respects, but he had many weaknesses of character. H!e 
betrayed his friends, and his word could not be trusted." 

*' Sure thin he was a Cork man P" said Patrick, who, 
wil^ his hands behind him, was eagerly staring up into 
Walter's face, with his intelligent, kind eyes. ** There's 
one Charley O'Connor that I know, sure he'll be a 
descendant." 

"Only a Cork moo, Patrick," said Walter kindly, 
*' because he could not be trusted ?" 

"Irishmen never are trusted, sir, are they?'* said 
Eobert in his quiet grave way. 

" Sure and you're a nice fellow, thin, for sayinff it," 
said Patrick, colouring up and looking suddexuy at 
Bobert, who remained calm and unmoved. 

" Well, well," said Walter, dreading a repetition of 
old scenes, "never mind; they perhaps are not always, 
but there have been some splendid Irishmen, for the 
Duke of Wellington was an Irishman." 

" Och, and it'll be he who fought Salamanki f " Jonah 



groaned^ and looked up ni the Tery word. '' Sure, for 
xnj fajther waa an Inshman, a Kerry man. Ee, there 
axe many Irishmen who epeak the truth," said Patrick, 
dartinff mdignant flashes at Eobert. 

Walter went on to Lord Strafford^ Ireland, and ao 
forth, and told tales of the war, and the sorrows of 
Gharlea, and contrived to make a really interesting his* 
tory. The tale told ; he let them talk freely and Mly, 
and they sat, while he taught tiiem, and asked questions ; 
and the &ce of things daoly improred under the more 
free and enlarged system. 

" How do you like your new schoolmaster, my dear P'* 
said Miss Spriggs, as she waited at the comer for Lady 
Oliyia, to httle Henry, who was walking with Bobert 
from school. 

" Oh, very much indeed" said the widow's son, blush- 
ing ; '* he is BO kind and so " 

'' He's not such a scholar as Mr. Dickson," said the 
Dicksonian; ''never gets up dates, never teaches us 
them." 

^'Oh, shocking I" said Miss Spriggs, lifting up her 
gloved hands. 

" I'm sure he does," said Henry ; "he mad^ me learn 
a whole list of them at home the other evening." 

;< You can't tell Stephen's date, I'll answer for it," 
said the Dicksonian perfection. 

"I can," said Henry. 

" What then ?" said Bobert. 

" 1185," said Henry. 

Something in Bobert's &ce gave Miss Spriggs the im* 
pression he was wrong, and she clasped her £ands and 
cried, '' Oh, shocking ! three hundred years wrong, eh ?" 

Bobert looked confused, as Henry was right, and his 
patroness was somewhat misty ana cloudy in her view 
of dates. 

'' It's right," said Henry, stoutly. 

'' Oh, dreadful ! wicked boy," said Miss Spriggs ; " so 
fiir out, and to think you know better than your elders. 
Stephen was in the year 850 b.o.," exclaimed Miss 
Spnggs, gaining courage from the silence of Bobert, and 
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in her vigorous perfermanee Mcrificing emtatieB hj tb£» 
dozen, to distance Hemy as &r as possible* 
. " Ah, it's just what I said, my dear," said Lady Olivia^ 
taking her arm, while Miss Spriggs shook her head 
like a mandarine, and shook at each shake descending 
dreys of tears fiom behind her spectacles; "just as £ 
said: these young men are hollow, all hollow, nothing' 
90und; they come with their new-fangled notions o£ 
management, and they know nothing, nothing acca-* 
ratelv. A most unfortunate appointment, that Mr. 
Morlev— Mr. Layton— what's his name ?*' 

" I knew I was right," said Henry indicnantly ; " I'll 
ask master." / -^ / » 

" Well, and what if you were ?" said his companion ; 
**whafe matters? you need not be so conceited for all 
that." 

- Who is right,— Walter or Mr. Dickson P Whose 
favourite gives most promise,— Bobert or Henry ? We 
shall see. 

Things went on very well. Walter taught kindly and 
rally the subject which he took in hand; he made his 
teachmg interesting. History was a story, and it is a 
story ; the boys Uked it, looked forward to it. He made 
]^mto tales : Ivanhoe became the tale of Bichard I., and 
Kenilworth of Elizabeth, and Quentin Durward illus- 
trated Loms XI. ; and then he read the scenes of Prince 
Arthur and Hubert from Shakspere, and they sat gazing 
with open mouths, and never forgot King John ; and he 
read portions of « Julius C»sar " and " Coriolanns,'* and 
forest tales out of" As you like it;" and good old-fashioned 
kings and ladies talked in Walter's tale like the king and 
countess in "All's well that ends well;" and beautiful 
daughters talked like Cordelia; Perdita talked about 
noweps,.and Lorenzo of moonlight. Walter was not afraid 
of Shakspere and Scott in his own hands ; and in the 
dress of poetry and fiction history soon became no lesson. 

When he told dreadful tales, B/obert looked grave, 
Patrick laughed, Henry drei?r closer to "Walter ; Jonah 
looked round to see how the others took it, but did no- 
thing himself; and Bdchard looked up from the figure he 



Imd be^i drawing on the floor with his heel^ opened his 
mouth till the worst was over, and then went on drawing* 

Walter had anxious thoughts about Bobert ; he felt a 

growing dislike for the boy, and yet he could not exactly 

account for it ; he had no very palpable reason to gire* 

' HeniT he liked daily more and more, and with nearly 

equally little-power to give reasons for it. 

Tme impressions are not easily accounted for; th^ 
more inexplicable, they are often the truer. Henry had 
many faults, many, and yet Walter liked him. He was 
careless, provoking, and unpunctual, yet he loved himj 
There was an impression wluch grew each day, and that 
impression was a happy one. But events were to occur 
soon which were to help W^ter in his decision. 

Bobert hated Henry, and more than hated Walter ; he 
felt that he was suspected and disliked by him, and he 
burned, to be avenged. He was a bold boy, and to aid in 
Walter's downfall filled his mind. 

Mrs. Starkie was Bobert's mother; a clean, respect- 
able, hard-working woman as ever lived. She was always 
nice, al^ys what a small shopkeeper of high respectability 
should be, — good-lookiog, clean and comely, full of smiles 
and well-informed, and approved of every good and hi^ 
principle. AH respected or feared Mrs. Starkie. 

But she was a woman of no smaU pbwer and depth, 
and was not easily imderstood. Mrs. Starkie had her 
likes and dislikes. Mr. Dickson had liked her and showed 
her great attention, and she adored his memory. Walter 
showed no liking for her, and consequently she could not 
bear him. She had all Bobert's je^ousy and vindictive* 
ness ; but she was clever, very clever. 

Mia. Starkie's aim now was to design some means for 
Walter's &I1 ; and that was not difficult. Gossip is ever 
able to find opportunities, and Walter was not one likely 
to avoid it. His position and character excited jealousy^ 
and manv were ready to find a flaw in his character. 

'' WeU, Mrs. Starkie," said Miss Spriggs, coming into 
the shop, laughing and crying, and looking as if her face 
were fidmply a thin framework, which quivered and shook 
,in the effort to keep in the stirring excitements which 
were aroused within it. 
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Mrs. Starkie enrtried, with her deaa white apron and 
her round sleek figure, and she made a slight wink an 
her comely face as she went on measuring out some tea 
to a girl who in a low under-tone was goin^ through a 
number more articles which she wanted, while she held 
the pence up in her hand, and seemed absolutely terrified 
at the astounding amount of intimacy between the shop- 
keeper and Miss Spriggs. 

"Go in there, miss; I'll follow directly. Anytiiing 
more, my dear? Eobert, show Miss Spriggs into the 
parlour. A penny &rthing, my dear P Pray sit down, 
miss, I will follow you directly ; it is very kind of tou to 
eome. There I*' said she, twisting up a piece of brown 
paper which made up a parcel of sugar, '^ there ; speak 
out, my dear, I can't hear-*-yes, a pennyworth of — " 
During this dialogue and soliloquy. Miss Spriggs had 
been borne into the parlour by Bobert, like a smart 
sailing vessel led into harbour by a steamer. 

^ Pray be seated, miss," said Eobert, drawing the chair 
np ; " mother will be in directly." 

^' Thank you, thank you; excellent manners! Dear 
Mr. Dickson I do you ever hear from him now ? I know 
you were his favourite pupil. Ah, there, I see, is a little 
portrait of him — so like him, so very like him ! just his 
look — sublime !'* 

'' No, madam, that is a print of Charles I. Mr. Mor* 
daunt gave me." 

** Oh, really, how kind ! how pleasing it is to stand bo 
high in good men's favour! That horse in the back*- 
ground is meant to be the horse on which he fought the 
battle of Pultowa." 

How long Miss Spriggs would have lectured on his- 
tory, it is not known ; but Mrs. Starkie came in. She 
nodded to Eobert, who had been standing near Miss 
Spriggs to keep guard till his mother came. 

" It's time to go to school, my dear. The master is 
very particular about punctuality, ma'am ; can't be too 
much so. Eobert is so anxious to please him ; he is such 
an excellent young man. Well, ma'am ;" and Mrs. Starkie 
sat down, and Eooert wi^it away, looking very like lago, 
though Miss Spriggs was certainly not the DesdemoEua. 
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** Wdl, nowy whftt^-do tell me — I'm in great agitation 
— you know — the scandal it will bring down — ohj dear! 
Bat do—" and she stopped. 

" Well," said Mrs. Starkie, taking do?m a letter from 
tlie shelf ; "it's very sad, very. You see» he's so young, 
— ^too young ; but the sad case is, I've heard from the 
liest authority, that— in fact, he's now away from his 
own home— in fact^ because he covddn't stay." 

"Oh!" shouted Miss Spriggs, throwing herself back 
in her chair. 

" And he jilted a poor young girl who waa attached to 
him; and — 

"Oh, let me hear no more — shocking! shocking be- 
yond measure ! dreadful I I knew it ; I read it in his 
face the first day I saw him. I told dear Lady Olivia^ 
and she is so benevolent, she would not believe it. Th^ 
trustees must interfere, and Mr. Mordaunt ; Sir Stafford, 
of course, will. I will go home directly*— immediately ; 
my heart is so full." 

" Of course, ma'am," said Mrs. Starkie^ a littiie alarmed 
at the crisis, " you will not betray me or Bobert* He^ 
poor boy, haa been the means of getting the information 
aimply that he might do good} and it mighty <tf course^ 
very much injure him in the school, and indeed me in 
my shop, if it was known." 

" Oh, vou — oh, dear, no : I quite feel and understand. 
I will take every^ care. Good-bjre, good-bye ;" and Miss 
Spriggs darted m>m the house into the street, hurrying 
to announce her budget of news to Lady Olivia. 

On her way she met Waltor going to school : Walter 
made way for her, and bowed. " How do you do ? how 
do you do ? How do yoa like the school r I hear you 
are getting on famously. I am so rejoiced; it was a 
great blessing that you ever came," said die^ hurrying 
mpidlv through e?ery sentence, aa if frightened lest she 
should not complete her compliments before idie had to 
move on. Walter answered wst quietly and cautiously, 
and continued his walk. 

"Well, now, would you believe it?" said Lady 
Olivia^ laying her white-gloved hand softly on Mr. Mor- 
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daimt*8 arm ; " would you believe the etoty I tave tbld 
you?'' 

"Well, it is peculiar," said Mr. Mordaunt, looking 
Lady Olivia full in the face ; •* it is peculiar." 
. " Peculiar ! why it is dreadful, shocking, iminoral I'* 

** "We must inquire — " 
■ "Inquire! oh, monstrous ! Inquire! why ifs all out 
— known, known on the best authority ; no need to in- 
quire." 

" VeiT well," said Mr. Mordaunt. " How is Sir Stafl 
lord ? Been out with the hounds much lately P" 

" Oh, Mr. Mordaunt, you Clergymen are incorrigible, 
^tfite; you have no more feeling than I don't know 
what," said Lady Olivia, rising to go ; and she went 
• — went, leaving Mr. Mordaunt to wither under the blows 
she had dealt. 

Oh, ladies in parishes, what mischief yon do when you 
^1 meddle vdth what has no concern with you ! Oh, 
those hours shut up in half-respectable parlours and back 
kitchens, hearing what every one has to say about the 
last person the Clergyman has taken an interest in, as if 
there could not be something found out against every one 
dn the world—perhaps against even you^ if the truth 
were known I 



; CHAPTEEVIL 

HBTTJRK TBA-PAETIBS. 

Thx tea-party had had its efifect. 

" Please, sir, will you come and have tea with me and 
mother next Sunday, mother says, after afternoon ser- 
:Vice?" and little Henr^ was flushed with excitement 
about so important a visitor. 

" Yes, with pleasure," ~swd Walter. 

Henry was so hiqjpy. 
' Sunday afternoon came, and: Walter was at aAernoon 



ohureb. It waa still winter; and tiie moon irsaiip ; and 
as they went out of church, Henry. took his hand. The 
frosty dew huijg upon every thing, and the immense moon 
flooded the sky and the horizon, and, the air was keen and 
cold. The schoolmUster and- his pupil walked briflkly'to 
the lane where Henry's cottage stood. 

'^ It is a beautiful evening, sir ; how big the moon iai 
bigger thaa a cheese," 
r « Yes,'* said Walter, ** a good deal." 

"You mayn't sleep in the moonshine, may you, tax p 
It makes you mad." 
' " So I have heard,^' said Walter. 
, '' And yet I like to look at it when I'm in bed of a 
iiight," said Henry. ♦* Mother's so glad you are coming. 
Bhe baked a loaf with currants in, and got some cowslip- 
wine out: it's the last bottle but one.. She made it 
before father died. Asid then there's three cups and sau- 
cers ; bi|t we ill general oidy use two; but mother bor- 
rowed one because you w€re coming, and she sadd, * Don't 
tell him, you know, Harry.' But you see I hairo toid 
you : I wish I hadn't." So he went on by Walter's side, 
every now and then diverging into the ditch to look at 
something in the hedge, and &en coming back to oontiuue 
bis narrative, 

At last the cottage was reached, and presently Walter 
jwaa'at tea, all w^ clean and n^at, and of the best: the 
cheerful manner of the Tfidow made Walter feel quite at 
home. Henry never ceased in his attentions ; his face 
beamed with delight at having the schoolmaster to tea ; 
«ad the widow herself showed no small satisfaction at the 
honour. It was doing its work— tdling work ; creating 
poiifidenGe, 

Walter could not help looking round ,at the poor and 
meagre furniture of the room ; poverty was marked, on 
ievery side — deep, real poverty; but it was cheerfully 
borne by both. The cowslip wine came at last ; one of 
,the last bottles left. Henry had seen them lie in the 
bottom of a cupboard for weeks and months, and c^en 
.talked of them, and longed to see one opened. They 
^et0 the Only treaeiures of the house, and now one was 
opened for Walter. Henry's eyed sparkled with, delight 
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is he esrried the glam to his master ; and for himseU^ 
never did nectar taste more delicious than that long^ 
wished*for oowslip-wine to the widow's son. 

** Isn't it good, eh r 

" Yes, Hniry, I like it very much.*' 

'< I knew be would ; didn't I, mother t I wish Patrick 
was here to have some." 

" Is Patrick a friend of yours P" raid Walter. 

'' I like him : he doesn't live far over the field. He*s 
so kind. I like him much better than Robert. He says 
he'll break Bobert's head next time." 

** What P" said Walter, thinking it was well to make 
use of die opportunity to gain what knowledge he could. 

^Nezt time he speaks bad words about you," said 
Henry, putting down a mug of water he had been holding 
with two handi. 

'' Does he P I'm sorry for that." 

** Ah, yes, he's always speaking against you ; and he 
ean twist his face to any Hbang when you come in. Pa- 
trick says he knows a £[di woman at the cove of Cork just 
like him, when she wants to cheat a customer." 

*' Well," said Walter, *" we will hope Bobert is not so 
bad as that ;" but as he spoke his heart dearly misgave 
him, and he began to feel a deeper and deeper mstrust in 
Bobert. 

** Bun and fetch Patriek, if you like," said the widow; 
^he can have some of the wine ;" and Henry flew out in 
a moment over the moonlit field towards the place when 
Pfttriok and his mother Uved. 

'' Sir," said the widow, " you don't know how Itet boy 
loves you{ there is noAing he irouldn't do for yon: 
you've got such a hold upon him that you might lead 
him any where. Tou wouldn't believe it; but if you 
have lo^ced angry or cool at him, be will come home and 
not speak the whole evening through. I can alvrays tell 
by his face in a moment how he stands with you. He 
has been working night and day to make you a net ; and, 
I am. sure, when he has done it, I do not know what use 
ymi can make of it. But there it lies in the cupboard. 
It has been the hard work of we^s. He soid hu little 
bantamto bi^ the string." 
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. Every word told on Walter ; then he was gaining 
ground and winning, without knowing it, that child'0 
beart. 

The widow sighed; "He'a a poor orphan; I don't 
know what he'll do when Tm gone, and stay here long I 
know I can't ; my only prayer is, that he may be kept 
out of the Union, roor Henry!" and she sighed 
^ain, 

*' While I'm alive he shall not go," said Walter. 

The widow buried her face in her hands and wept ; and 
as Walter looked round on the plain Voom, the single 
candle, the dying fire, and the pale form of Henry's mo- 
ther, his heart beat high, and he felt that life was b^ 
coming daily more full of deep interest. 

There was a living earnestness growing up in that boy's 
heart, which clearly made him a most important object of 
Walter's care, and regard, and affection: faults lay on 
the surface, but that was all; his discerning eye had 
pierced the surface, and underneath he had seen a com* 
ing growth of future years, which made him feel sure 
that God had given him a plant to nurture needing no 
small care and attention. How often the faults of 
•Henry's age are but the faults of a thin upper soil, which 
will crumble away before the warm sun of advancing Hfe, 
and with it the shallow growth sown in it, while under- 
neath has been preparing a rich and lasting soil, all the 
more ready for the shelter it has received ! Few things 
are more deceptive than the dispositions of childhood. 

At this moment the door opened, and Patrick and 
Henry burst in. 

** Och ! and sure there's the misther been eating and 
drinking with the widow and Henry, and shan't he then 
have tea with us, though we're in a bam too ? And is 
that yer wine ye talked of thin, yer grand wine ? then 
sure my mither has better ; my father brewed it in Cork, 
and she's brought it all the way to England, and we 
have it in the barn to regale and delight us till we go 
back ; and I know my mither will jist be glad to see ye 
there, and drink tea with us, and we'll regale ye." 

** I will gladly come," said Walter smiling — " gladly." 
' ^'I^o,wiUyethiu?" 



Henry in ilam mesn time mm bhuhing up to bis eyes^ 
witk some muBed feelings of anger and Texatioa* 

** And what'H the matter thin ?" cried the Irishnum ; 
*^ye*ie angry beeause I spoke of my mither's wine P'* 

^* Isn't mother's good cowslip P" ashed Henry. 

^'Excellent, my little fellow, excellent, Meniyf it 
couldn't be better.'' 

**^I know that it's been there months, and I've seen xty 
and longed for it, and mother said we must wait for a 
grand mght, and sure it has come. I don't hnew wby 
you are so spiteflil," said Henry turning to Patriek. 

But during Henry's harangue the young Irishman iMid 
begun to test the comparatiYe merits of the widow'^ 
cowslip, and applying the neck of the bottle to bia lipa, 
had just succeeded in drinking it all off tc^ tbe kst dorop ; 
and putting it down with a grin, said ib was ei^iteL 
Henry's mother had lefb the room for two or three mi- 
nutes to put away the tea things, and Walter's attention 
to his little prot^;^ had drawn off notice from the Itiah 
boy. 

Henry's indignation now passed all boondft. 

" Och ! and 1 say thin ye'll come to tea witli me and 
mither next Sunday ; we'll make yer cowriip jist nothing 
to what we'll po re." 

" Just nothmg !" said Henry bokxng at Patrick in a 
fury ; ** yoa have made it — you haren't left a darop, and 
it was to last two more occasions }" and aiming a blow 
full at Patrick's face, Henry burst into a flood of 
fears. 

Walter trembled for the irascible temper of Patrick^ 
whom, his face glowing with the blow Henry had given 
him, he fuUy expected to see burst out into a fary ; bat 
there are two sides of an Irishman, and there is % time 
when real honest good feeling and generosity shine 
warmer than anser and passion. Pafiick saw it had 

gone beyond a joke, and that he had hurt the feelings of 
is attentive little friend. He stood staring, with hds 
mouth open, his under lip hanging down, and his hands 
thrust deep into his pockets, and his deepset dark in- 
telligent eyes winkins under his forehead. Walter, half 
from vexation and half from alamv laiaed hia voice 



iagTi, hagmg to quell the storm wbich he tkoiight wfts 
lisine. 

** Patrick, it'g wieked of you; Ws not hoDest; it's 
wrong to do it." 

^He's a beast, a nasty Irish bettet, just as Eobert 
Bff^s,'^ said Hemy, sobbing and stampmg on the ground 
with anger ; " it's all true, all/' 

" Hush, Henry ; quiet, quiet ; bow dtere you ?*' said 
Walter, trying to pacify his angry pupil ; " it's very 
wrong to give way m l^is OMinner, very/* Walter did 
not Imow there was sueh a temper in him. 

" Och, and I aan very sorry thin, ain^t I jistf" said 
Patrick, skin standing where lie was, and noways fright-^ 
ened or excited by Hewry^s ftny or Walter^s rebuke. 

" I'm very sony, very,** si^d he, going forwanJ and 
ttretdunff out his hand to Henry. '* I^U brittg ye two 
bottles of ours, our Cotib wine to-morrow, see if I won't * 
makef it up, Harry thin— it's fill my JEiuilt, and I'm sorry, 
ain't I P' 

Henry pouted, and refused, and shrugged up his left^ 
AovldeT at his advazncing friend. Wftlter had stood by 
mudi strudE ^- the look, ad^ fmd manner of Patrick as*' 
tonished and delighted him ; and Henry disappointed him. 
How glad he was he had not been too h«sty I 

" Come, come, Harry,'* said he; "hold a«i?t your hand, 
make it u]^ make it iip. I shall be quite ansfrr if you 
d<Mi't — quite," said "Walter, looking with delight at 
Piatrick's &C0: Henry looked surprised and disap* 
pointed. 

"I'll tell mother," grumbled Henry, retreating into 
the back kitchen, discomfited in no small decree at the^ 
way in whidi his ally Walter had, as he thought, deserted 
him. Henry was jeaHous, obstinate, a little sulky, and! 
a little i^oilt. 

" Well, and what is the matter P did you think Henry 
perfect P did vou not know he had faults in him, youBg 
schoolmaster r* said a voice from the hedge, as Walter 
walked home in the moonlight ; " you knew he had faults, 
why be so downhearted P you have done torrr best to* 
night, but you must be a little more eareiml in future ; 
do not pay bdm ^te 00 much attention, you wdl be of 
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no use if you do that. Know liis faults ; you are of little 
use if you only know his virtues." 

"Well, well," said Walter, peevishly, "it*s a disap- 
pointing work." 

Nonsense, Walter ; go home and go to bed, and sleep 
off your foolish weaknesses ; " There's nothing like the 
Irisn boy after all," said he to himself. 

O Walter, when will you be wise ? 

It was all settled. Walter was eng^d to tea with 
Patrick and his mother in the bfam. The boy's delight 
at the prospect passed all words. He told the important 
circumstance hourly through the school, to each class 
and each boy separately. His poor mother had no peace 
all the week, fi*om his eagerness for the preparation. 
But she took it very coolly, and seemed quite determined 
to be put out of her way for no such small circumstance, 

" Och, boy, and ye think yer fSsiyther has not enter- 
tained tea-company at Cork ; be asy now ; as if I had 
not preseded at an entertainment before now, my darlin' ; 
be asy ;" and the good lady stood pushing her long grey 
tresses under her cap, then gazed up the lane, and then 
turned suddenly and gave a violent blow to a cat which 
dashed into the cabin. " Eh, ye varmint, and ye'll steal 
chickens again, will ye, from the neighbours ?" 

It was Sunday afternoon, and Walter was going to 
drink tea with the Irish boy and his mother. Little 
Henry and Jonah were to walk with him, and they 
started. The tea-party rage was getting up, and Walter 
had thoroughly committed himself to it. Patrick was all 
excitement. He was in a desperate taking lest his 
mother's entertainment should not outdo Henry's and 
the widow's, and the good lady had been plagued all the 
morning by her hospitable son. She had insisted that 
potatoes ought to form the centre of the entertainment. 
This by no means pleased Patrick's more modem taste, 
who insisted on cakes baked on the hearth. 

** Och, and my hinney, and don't I jist know better 
than you how to intertain guests of the highest degree ? 
Didn't yer fayther thin jist intertain the mayor o' Cork, 
when be was caught jn a thun4er*storm in the bog, and 
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he bad to take refuge in our humble home ? and sure 
enough yer fayther gave him whisky and murphies.'* 

"Aye, but, mither, we live in England, ana there's no 
thunderstorm, and they're all coming of their owii 
accord." 

" What are ye at, thin P" said his mother, flying acrosd 
the room to Patrick, who had caught up the saucepan of 
potatoes, and was about to cast it unceremoniously to 
the pigs. 

"Jist what I am — ^going to be master in my ain 
fayther's house. I'll ha' cakes for the tea or no* 
thing." 

Such altercations went on through the earlier portiond 
of the day. About five in the i^moon, Patrick ap« 
peared from the inner recess of the barn, dressed in a 
vast black tail-coat, down to his heels, and an enormous 
yellow handkerchief round his throat ; trousers that had 
three large holes in the front, admitting here and there 
sundry gleams of the leg, round which Patrick had 
vainly tied some old handkerchiefs, that hung like ban- 
dages on a wounded soldier. For shoes, in his own 
house, he saw no necessity. This, with his long shaggy 
hair, which certainly never had been combed in his hfe^ 
overshadowing his deep-set intelligent eyes, completed 
Patrick's preparation. 

" Sure enough, here's the misther," said Patrick, as^ 
the door opened, and Walter and Henry entered. "And 
you'll be sated," said Patrick, offering to Walter a very 
rickety-looking chair, which seemed to oe the only one in 
the bam, and on which Walter threatened to look very 
much like Jupiter when he was made king of the £rogs. 
Walter imagmed that this little company completed me 
guests. 

" Sure enough, mither, then it's the misfortune that 
we broke all the china in the voyage from Cork." 

" Five cups will be enough," said the mother, looking 
at her guests, and then at her not veiy complete 
crockery. 

"Five be enough, thin," said Patrick, looking in per- 
fect scorn, " and that when fifty people are coming ?" 
« " Fifty !" said his mother, in profound astonishment. 
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iwear, fight, and ki<^ ; that yoa 'would as easOy draw i 
line between the two as between yes and no ; that you 
would walk witb the ^ood little bojrs to church every 
Sunday, under the admiring gaze of the trustees ; that 
the clergyman would be always coming to the school, and 
would make a sort of friend of you oefore the parish ; 
that some capital rules you had formed would almost 
work themselves ; and that, of course, inasmuch as you 
had such an arduous task, you would be well, paid, have' 
all the books you wanted supplied, and no faults found 
with you. There's your expectation : you're not annoyed, 
are you?" 

" Oh, no," said Walter ; "jnay go on." 

** Now, then, for the reahty : yon find a number of 
boys with very trying and different dispositions, re- 
quiring, if you do anything with them, vast discrimina<^ 
tion, with a e^eat deal of good in the bad ones, and a 
great deal of bad in the good ones, never allowing you to 
repose in the extreme of judgment. Now, your dimcuhy 
lies here : you have gat some boys you don't quite like, 
and lone to east off; out yet they have good points in 
them, wnich prevent you. You have some boys which 
you like very much, whom you are constantly disappointed 
with. I am very seldom in the school, and you don't 
minthe influence ^ou hoped to gain by being my fiiend. 
The trustees rather seem to think how much they can ett 
out of you for your money, than to be always thinking 
of how great a work you are doing. All this is vexatious 
and damping, and very unlike the dream of life you bad 
had ; and if you were not a religious and conscimtioua 
man, you could very easily cut the Gt)rdian knot ; but as 
you are both of those thmgs, you cannot help yourselfy 
and find life a series of mfficulties to be overcome, in 
which consists your probation. Now, make up your 
mind to that huit view, and many a shadow wul pass 
away from your mind. It is a very hard thing to ttam 
such a view at your age ; it comes with experience : but, 
try and ^in it, and you will have with the more sober 
expectation a far happier Hfe." 

Walter strangij lelt the truth of those words. A 
great mistake in mm was, always dwelling on pi<?ture8 cS 



life painted by the pencil of his fancy, which never 
could stand l^e steady ray of the noon-day sun of life ; 
and when the colouring disappointed him, ne was always 
disgusted. We must paint in the studio of life, not of 
dreams, if we wish to be happy ; we must paint from 
realities, not shadows, — facts, not fancy. Half poor 
Walter's troubles with Ellen had been owing to this. 
She was real, he ideal. He tested her, as he did aU hisr 
fEicts, by. a fidse standard — morbid expectation — and ha. 
misjudged her. When she was real, he thought her cold ( 
when sue was practical, he thought her unfeeling. 

" Well, my young friend," said Mr. Mordaunt, in the 
kindest way in the world, holding out his hand, " have I 
offended you?" as Walter's eye was wandering out on to 
the garden. 

" Oh, no, no !" said Walter, starting round, and catcher 
ing Mr. Mordaunt's proffered hand ; " I am much, deeply 
obliged to you, more than I can say." 

Mr. Mordaunt pressed his hand affectionately. '' Do 
not be discouragea," Bsid he, looking earnestly at Walter, 
'^ you have done more good in the short time you have 
been here than your predecessor did in all ms whole 
life." 

Walter coloured up and looked down. That little 
word of encouragement made him thoroughly ashamed; 
of all his morbid complainings. Why don't clergymen 
encourage schoolmasters more ? 



CHAPTER Vni. 

So time went on : most days were much alike. 

Walter longed to see character come out and develope, 
but it did not half so quickly as he expected ; he could 
not see and mark .the changes, to him they seemed 
to go simply to and fro. 
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Hs luwi miudi iippontioD to go timug^ : ^f^vtj oM 
leetned to make the sdbool tfaeir oonoeni; whate^w ha 
did nrm wrong ; if he got the bo^t to walk in a <9ertaixi 
waj op the road to ehvffch, 

^ O dear, Lady Olivia ! oh, see how that eoneeited 
young eehoohnaster tries to make the aohoolhoys cany 
oat his own private phins! it is conoeity zkothing else: 
why can't l^y walk natnrally : it's onlj to get people to 
say, ^ 1%eie, mum't he faronght them into order r Dear 
Lady Olivia, don't yon feel wii^ me P" 

'^ Oh Quite, my dear, quite! it is sad, very sad; they 
don't walk in order ; aU are straggling, so undisciplined ; 
it comes of having young men untEained." 
■ Mass Sprtggs was a nttie puzsled, £ar she had been 
complaining of their extreme order, but never mind ; tt 
was aU <Nie, so that Walter was nm down« 

Lady Olivia determined on giving a school feast, 
which was her annual custom, in i£s waiter, £br the 
wAb of. promoting indoor games; saobi one of the trus- 
tees gave cne in the sunnier in his garden: d course 
Miss 8priggs was in full requisition, and all was pre- 
paration and bustle^ Miss Spriggs drew out small 
tickets of admission, ruled round and cut into octagona. 
These she took herself, having spent the evening before 
in preparing and sorting them ; and before each was 
giTen, a little lecture was to be read to the fortunate 
receiver on the close communieation between high moral 
desert and the octagon ticket, and the slice of plum-cake. 
Why cannot school feasts be got rid of? or, if they 
are to be, why should unmarried ladies make them, as 
usual, an opportunity of reward and punishment, such as 
would fit a tale in Virgil's Sixth ^neid P Or perhaps the 
truer question is, .why cannot some domestic work be 
found for unmarried women to be at, better than com- 
paring right and wrong, and making plum-cake and little 
worrying lectures, the ultimate end of moral con*- 
duct? 

, But never mind, the te$ was to be, and Miss Spriggs 
was at work ; and deeply to poor Walter's annoyance. 

'' Third class up." Up they rose. *' Henry, hear the 
third ckss." "Xes, sir." 
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<' Now bogin." Wali0e0.—*'JiiedogiM%mMLheM^, 
he " 

"M^ht I jnBt," Mid ft Hght law Toioe at the door« 
^^ Jufit «Uoir m^ Mr. Lsytcm, to oome in to saj a few 
words and to diiertiibate tha» Terj little lackets,^' aaid 
Miaa Si^riggay stealing in and abnttinr the door behind 
l»er, ADuliiig in Walter^s faoty and buf doting her eyes 
behind her spectades. 

Walter looked cold and frigid ; his manner was erer 
distant, and speciallj towards Miss Spriggs. He <5onld 
not say, No. So he saiid nothing, b«it .bowed and with- 
drew to the fire-place, and left Mus Spnggs oonqtieror of 
the field* 

Mifls Spriggs nnhesttating^7 took Walter's place, ^ As 
the good sdiooliiiaster has given me kave,'^ said she, 
** I will just giye round t^ese little tickets, to the good 
childr^i — ^good diildren you know**-gDod dnldren only 
have tea." 

All was attoation, and Miss Bptiges hatf cried with 
exdtement, and shoc^ her finger jond drew off her glore, 
while hear band trembled intensely. ^' Now we shall see," 
aaad she, looking through her spectacles at Ae little 
basket tibe earned on oer arm, which eontained tiie 
tickets. << Now then." 

" Gborge Basher: fifteen times good since bat tea; 
eight hundred marks for Sunday l^ons ; fifty-two for 
good behavioiir in church." 

" I think tiben — I liiink George Basher may have one. 
'E^ Mr. Lay ton, what shall we «k) ?" And Miss Spriggs 
looked half laughing and half crying towards Walter : 
"Does your good book bear out this account? for you 
know we do nothing without the schoolmaster :" 

Nothing — oh, no. Then why on eairth, Miss Spriggs, 
do you come and turn the schoolmaster out of his place ? 
Oh, that ladies would stay at home, and not look after 
schools. I do not know that Walter thought this ; he 
did not say so« 

- George Basher came forward : he was a boy of about 
ten years old, fat, red cheeks, which hung separately fixna 
his fi&oe; blue eyes; a. large brown pin-cloth, fiuitened 
with a black belt low down ; a dean collar and bkck 
ribbon, and a steady store. 
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''You are' a good boy/' Baid Misb Spriggs, looking 
at George, as he twistea his hands about behind him, 
and coloured, and then laughed at the next boy. ** There 
is ^our ticket ; come to your tea to the dear good Lady 
Ohvia's, at two o'clock to-morrow." 

Gborge pulled the front lock of his hair, as if he were a 
North American Indian going to commit suicide by 
scalping himself; he bowed low, took his ticket^ and re* 
turned. 

"Next boy." 

Jabez Heaky : not beinff attentive at Sunday school^ 
only two hundred marks ; tound out to have sold three 
hundred and eighty for eighteen apples ; walked past 
Lady Olivia and two trustees without touching his 
hat ; three times rode behind Sir Stafford's carriage, and 
sat on the spikes. 

"Oh dear, this will never do," said Miss Spriggs; 
" never, I'm afraid. No ; very shocking." 

Jabez was the tallest there ; he had pale cheeks, hair 
which hung on his forehead like fir-trees on a mountain 
edge; loose corduroys; a dark frock-coat in holes, no 
waistcoat, but the coat buttoned in front, and his shirt 
came out at the top over the buttons, not unlike the 
court dress fifty years ago, only there was no frill, and 
the shirt was not clean. He looked rather pert, and 
smiled aside at Jonah; his hands were of course behind 
him. 

" What became of those tickets P" said Miss Spriggs ; 
** here are five hundred and eighty received, and only two 
hundred forthcoming." No answer. " Where are they, 
Jabez Heaky P" No answer* "Jabez Heaky, where 
are they P" 

" Swapped um." 

" What ?" 

" Swapped um to the Irishman," said Jabez, looking 
very complacent. 

"What for P" said Miss Spriggs astonished. 

"!For eififhteen crabs and a pennoth o' brandy-balls,'* 
said he, stiU very calm. 

"Shocking, and so hardened. Do you know these 
tickets represent goodness, and are the equivalents of 
goodness. Jabez, do you know you have swapped good* 
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Bess ? This is a very bad case indeed^ Mr. Layton,*' said 
Miss Spriggs, looking round, — "very — no tea, I fear." 

There was a pause, Jabez stood and stared, and Miss 
Sprig^ finding that her attack had not taken the ex- 
pected turn of a flood of tears, looked disconcerted. 

" Gro back, Jabez," said Walter quietly. 

" Ba'nt I to have no tea ?" said he. 

" Oh no, oh dear no, certainly not," said Miss Spriggs 
emphatically, delighted on finding that Heaky had a heel 
which had not been dipped in the Styx. But the finger 
of Thetis Heaky must have been very thin, or Jabez's 
heel was very hard. 

He did not seem to care much ; but only turned to the 
bov behind him and said, " Dickey, bring us a bit of 
cake," to which Dickey nodded ; and Jabez answered to 
Miss Spriggs that he should "buy some brandy-balls 
instead of the tea," and retired. 

"Patrick," said Miss Spriggs. Up sprung Patrick 
the Irishman. "I'm Patrick," said the youth^with his 
long-tail coat sweeping the groimd, and his trowsers 
displaying through theur holes a large quantity of his 
leg. 

"Very poor account: thirty-eight tickets, and only 
six forthcoming," said Miss Spriggs. 

" Just so," said Patrick; " and didn't I then sell them 
all to Clickey to swell his little store,'* said he with an 
open smile, as he approached so near Miss Spriggs, drop- 
ping his voice into a whisper, that she drew oack with 
alarm, saying, " Take him away — ^take him away — no tea 
-r-quite — quite absolutely impossible." 

"Ah, the tea!" said Patrick: "well and I'm alto- 
gether sorry then I'm cast off; but I wish ye all 
success." 

So saying Patrick withdrew to his seat, and Miss 
Spriggs continued her commission of inquiry. 

Job Trikett was next called ; a very nice looking boy, 
with a blouse and a black belt ; a child-like face for a boy 
of eleven ; light blue eves, and a modest manner. " Job 
Trikett, three hundred tickets; conduct always good; 
segular at Sunday school; touched his cap mty-three 
times to the. trustees since the last tea." 
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'^Yesry good,'* 8aiii'l£ai Spriggs; '* Job, yoQ ue veef 
good ; jou will come, good DOf ; ca]c0'~tea--^liij» good 
0O¥ ;^ uik down/' 

Job aat and pulled up bk blouse* on boti^ fides «f biv. 
He at last ^ot bis equihbrium, and looking at tbe master^ 
tben at Miss Spriggs, tben rousd tbe r»om, took bis 
spelling-card, and went on« 

CaractacuB Hogg came next r a ^in lookinar boy, witb 
bigb tapering, oone-like bead ; eye bngbt, spatrkling, mis-' 
dbaerous; iMile wasby (not wasbed) fiice^ and a £rty^ 
green smmcK. 

"Very poor account of you, Caractaeus/* sttid tbe 
buly : '^ ^ery few tickets indeed^— very ; tbree times very 
pert to two trusteeat I am aft>aid I cannot; no*— I fear 
tbe HmitS' of men^ will not include yoUr ' 

Cactus, bis nam« of affection at home, stared, and bi» 
lone lip dropped down; be seemed puzried. He <x^ 
saic^. ''^Yes-'umf," and vetired. But we migbt as weU 
expect a reader to go ibrougb carefully old Homer^a IMr 
of ships, as go on witb tbe line wbidst passed file befi»«» 
Misa Sprigga on this day. 

Henry came next. "Very few tickets," said Mis» 
Sprigga; "two bundred and seventy-five, and only sixty 
forthcoming : very slovenly in appeaarance, o^fcen iniipo- 
dent to tbose in autbority, as aooi Bobert tells me wnen 
be teaches. Eb ? how is thisP' 

Eobert looked intelligent. Poor Henry ! '' No tea for' 
you : I'm scHry, very soriy 5 1 hope it may havetbe efiect 
of mending you. I — '* 

"Madam," said Waltw, interfering, "if I migbt be 
allowed to speak — " 

" Bv no means, sir, by no means ; it is wholly impos* 
sible, asserted the stout defender of the right of tbe^ 
master in his own schoolroom. 

Poor "Walter ! " Madam, allow me— '^^ 

"Impossible, sir, quite," said Miss filpriggSr ''Call 
Levi Higginbottom — " 

" Henry, madam, has been away«" 

^* Levi Higginbottom has six bundred tickets, and — *^ 

" I cannot allow this ; I must protest against tbds in- 
terference ; I must appeal ta tbe trustees* I can do no^ 



thing in my sduwbiooin ai tbb rate V* said Watter, palb 
with emotion^ indignation, and vexation. 

Mias Sprigga vtba firightefoed; she was not hrofe^ 
ahe waa a coward. Aa an illuatntioa of thia, the only* 
tibne Sir Staffcwd had been away far any tune^ Miaa 
Spriggs was left aa Lady Olivia'a companion^ and the 
houae waa mzfibrtunstdy broken open 1^ bnrghirB^ who 
came to Misa Spriggs' door. She had heard their ap- 
proach, and had pnahed the plate-diest to the daor and 
ibeked it, and confessed, in her alarm, which room ihef 
would find Lady Olivia in. She lacked courage^ ana 
Walter seared her. 

" Bat, good Eobert,^' said the kdy. Bobert sprang 
np. " G-ood Eobert," — oh, how Walter's blood boiled t 
'' did not Ton say that the boy had always been uiuraly 
when you had ihe dbarge of nie aekool in Mr. Xafftoia'a 
absence ?" 

^ Yea, ma'aaiy alwaya," said Bobert^ looking with in- 
telligent impudence at Walter. 

Oh, ye ladies, when will you leam to do your own 
work, and not aet pert boys against their teadieraP Ton 
fancy you know better than the master about the ehiiU 
dren, and better than the Clergyman about the poor; and 
you are ignorant of both. So Walter thought ; bat he 
did not say it. 

Bobert won the day. He was respectful to Miaa 
SpriggB. His trowsera ao dean,, his jacket so neat, hia 

2e8 ao black, hia collar so white, his hair so tidy, that 
e loved him, admired him, and respected him. Eob^ 
won, and Henry was not to go. Poor Henry ! he retired 
to his corner on the fiarm, and put his spelling-card to 
hia fiice, and grew ^ery red ; ana Walter, who aceiden*' 
tally looked that way, thought he saw him put hia 
pin-cloth up to hia eyea behind the card, and wipe 
away a tear. The widow'a son must sink before Bobert. 
Walter withdrew to his desk, and sat down to read 
during iHae remainder of Misa Spri^' eommiseion of inr 
quiry ; but he found himself drawmg small portraits oft 
a paper, and pushing the fingers of one hand through 
and through his hair ; and he 1^ more than once written, 
the name of Ellen. 
<" I wiiL Budn that Mow Bobert aufSur ibr thia ; Heary 
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shall stand in his true position, while I am here/' thought 
Walter to himself. 

''But no," said a faint whisper, which seemed not un- 
like Mr. Mordaunt's voice, '*that would not be doing 
your dutj, your high duty as schoolmaster. liobert 
does not deserve punishment because Miss Sprig^gs 
makes herself silly ; nor does Henry deserve reward be- 
cause Miss Spriggs has a mistaken view of him. Walter, 
if you act on that first thought, you will make Eobert a 
martyr, and Henry presumptuous. Trouble and a little 
injury does no one any harm J' 

"That's true — ^very," said Walter, in a loud whisper, 
as he went on with his one hand in his hair, and his other 
writing names on his paper. His blue eye, which had 
been staring listlessly, now brightened up, and he was 
roused by the vision of Mr. Mordaunt's real, calm, in- 
telligent eye and deep-toned voice, full with reality, — 
the ideal of calmness. Walter started, and went on read- 
ing, when he was roused by Miss Spriggs' voice in loud 
tones, stating that the work was oves, and the commission 
of inquiry done : eighty-three boys were to have tea and 
plum cake, as a reward for their respectful conduct and 
attention, and fifteen were to be excluded, among whom 
was the widow's son. 

Miss Spriggs drew her bag together with its two 
strings, and smiled, and cried, and looked with dignity to 
Walter, and nodded to Eobert, and frowned on Henry, 
and patted the little boys on the head whom she passed, 
and left the room ; and Walter was again king in his own 
dominion. 

More than one eye was on him. Children read cha- 
racter, and many could quite fathom the difficulty of the 
last hour. Little Henry could not ; it was not in him. 
He went on spelling, with his fingers playing with his red 
underlip, pulbng it up and down ; and his large, loving 
blue eye, moist, but not any longer crying, was fixed on 
his card, and every now and then he was sighing heavily 
without knowing it ; when Miss Spriggs went out of the 
room, he did not look up. Once or twice his eye had fallen 
on Walter at his desk; and he seemed comforted with the 
sight of his friend, and forgot his sorrow. 
\ Patrick had heard all, understood the whole scene, and 



*w«8 brim full of reaeut. He hated Miss Spriggs, and 
would do battle wifch any one who would speak a word 
in her fayour. His eyes were fixed already on little 
Jonah, who sat pink with pleasure at the prospect of the 
tea, yet never breaking through the rules of strict pro» 
priety by even smiling. But Patrick burnt for some on^ 
ix) vent his rage on ; he longed to hear Jonah make some 
remark about the tea, or Miss Spriggs ; but none came* 
Patrick grinned, screwed up his face, squeaked, whistled, 
groaned, hissed, did everything he could; but nothing 
moved Jonak 

** Joney, ye baastT' at last broke out Patrick, accom* 
panying the words with an application of his toe to Jonah 
as he sat, which sent poor Jonas along the form, which 
was slippery with wear and tear, some five inches; at 
which Jonah caught hold of the edge of the form with hip 
^and, and looked calmly at his persecutor. 

** Jon^, ye baast, look herel Say that Miss Spriggs^ 
is a Griffin, — the very words, mind ye, — or I'll twist this 
lock of your hair into catgut," said Patrick, seizing 4 
lock of poor Joney's hair, and winding it round his 
finger. 

. ** What is a griffin P" said the little fellow, trembling to 
include Miss Spriggs within the circuit of some sweeping 
anathema which might give him no tea and cake ; " what'^ 
a griffin?"' . 

" Now did ye ever hear ? asking what's a griffin. Why, 
man, look here, it's one of them blue things, which come 
flying down through the trees in a blue chainy plate; 
There be two griffins— a he 'un, and a she 'un. Now, 
then, Joney, what d'ye think ?" 

. Jonah's head by this time just touched the form. In 
the agony of the moment, the prospect of to-morrow 
paled as a candle before the sun, and he screamed. Walter 
started up ; , Patrick suddenly let him go, and was in hia 
own seat instantly. IJp sprung Jonah from the impetus, 
and the jerk sent him on like a ship cut from her cables, 
fiill sail, to the other side of the form. 

Patrick's unutterable expression of drollery quite, dis- 
furmed Walter, vexed, chafed, and irritable as he was ; 
and he was .obliged to be content to see that the cause of 

o 



^9 TfALTXB, ^tBM SCHO^LMASTIB. 

the confosion had ceaied, and to aToid bbj furtbcr mtov 
i<H«iice. 

Bobert, mho liad dived into the wbole Butter, was 
kappjr; be had read Walter's mind aad Mis* Spnm' 
triumph, and he quietly waitehed hit o^ortanity. To 
Wound was his finit oli^ect, to kill his second. 

*' I'm sorry, sir," said he, taking his slate up to Walter^ 
^* to hare a broken party at the tea^ and most especialljr 
tiiat Heniy mayn't go ; but you see Miss Spiiggs would 
hare it." 

Walter said nothing, but felt burning with indignatioai 
as he looked over the sum vacantly two or three times. 

** I'm very sorry that I lelt it my dntj to say anvthing 
about Henry to the ladies to hurt mm ; I could not 
help it, and am particularly sorry, nr, if it has vexed you.'* 
He winked at Tom Piatt, and Walter caught the wmk. 

" This is wrong," said Walter, boiling like a Tokano^ 
and looking round on all sides for a erstev. 

^ No, sir, I think not," said Eobert, with eonaiderabk 
e£h>ntery, coming behind Walter. 

*' I tell you it is, sir," said Walter, with Binch irsita* 
biHty. 

^ Beg pardon, sir, I think not ;*' said he, as he came 
round and looked over Walter's E^ulder, and added 
it up right. 

« Is that a 5 ?" said Walter ; " I read it 8." 

•'No, sir, 6." 

** Oh, then I bdieve it w^ do," said Walter, giving 
back tl»9 slate. 

" Yes-, sir, I thought so," said Bobert, cheerfiiUy and 
happily, dear fellow, as he walked awav, looking at Tom 
Piatt and putting out his tongue, as if he were showing it 
toadoetcM*. 

As he passed, he pushed Henr/s date up iato Im fiuw 
wilh a sharp rap. Henry cried out^ **0h, don'ty ywi 
beast, don't !" in a very load tone. 

^ Then hold up your slate as if you were doing your 
sum, sir," said £ol>ert, the monitor, in tfa» pleoitiide of 
authority. 

^ What M that noise there ?" said Walter, stairtiiig up^ 
witchifig bis eane, bo^g he now had t^ i 
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" Henry won't do his sum, sir," said Eobert, turning 
l^ound, " and he is drawing figures on his slate : he has 
drawn one of you, sir^^ said Bobett, holding up the slate 
in his hand, and verifying the word by the proof. 

Walter waa enraged feyond all restraint. He walked 
straight to Henry, and caned him for not doing his sum 
«nd tor crying out so loud. He turned round to Eobert 
and spoke most kindly to him, and began to feel in his 
heart ne was a first-rate fellow, and he must keep well 
with him. Eobert was all affability^ and took his place, 
and did not look at Tom tlatt. 

Injured and in deep trouble, the Widow^s son sat and 
cried till his soft warm cheek was marked with his fingers 
smearing the tear-drops. Walter was wretched ; he knew 
how unfairly and unjustly he had acted, and he deter- 
mined to give up being a schoolmaster : that is, because 
he found a little real difficulty, and had not yet learnt 
the first requisites of subduing temper and discrimination 
of character. 

Oh, Mr. Mordaunt, you are the only man, aft^r alL 

''Hat win do, Eobert, you need not do any more 
sums : you have done very well to-day.'* 

Eobert smiled, and bowed with an expression whicb 
meant, " I knew, if I bided my time, my true character 
would be appreciated.**' 

" "Will you hear the fourth class for toe f^ said Walter, 
in a kind and patronising tone, as if Eobert was now 
everything to him, and as if the school and Walter were 
nothing without him. Eobert was all alacrity and good- 
nature, full of willing vigour. Dickson days were coming 
back. " Brass gets the day,** thought Eobert ; " sure to 
succeed at last.'* 
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CHAPTER rX. 

IBBITATIONS. 

Heitbt proceeded homewards. He was an independent 
little fellow, and with his hands in his pockets, and full of 
thought about alleys and brandy -balls, he was quite 
happy ; he trudged away towards the lane of his mo- 
ther's cottage, where he knew the rushlight would be 
glimmering through the window, and she as usual waiting 
for his return from Walter's, 

' " Och ! sure this is the widow's son," said a voice be- 
hind him. 

Patrick was on his way to his mother's; the old 
lady was awaiting her son's return, sitting on a po- 
tatoe basket turned the wrong side upwards, with her 
hands fastened round her knees, two aged hens were 
standing by her, with their heads turned under their 
wiiies. The old lady's grey hair hung in streamers round 
her bare neck and shoulders. She was humming a ditty 
about the " King of Cork," in a musing, dancing sort of 
way, with her eyes half shut, and rocking her body back- 
wards and forwards to the time. One of the old hens 
uttered a cry in its sleep ; it was dreaming probably of a 
worm which bad just struggled out of reacn in a hole in 
the ground. " Be off, yer varmint," said the old lady, 
letting her hand fly from her knees, and giving the dream- 
ing hen a kick on her wing : the hen grunted and jumped 
off a few inches, and the old lady went on with ner 
rocking, waiting for Patrick; 

' " Eh, Harry, my darlin'," said Patrick laying his hand 
on his shoulders ; " and where are ye going ?" 

" Home," said Henry, without taking his hands out of 
his pockets or looking round. 

" Och ! and who is that ? sure enough, and it's Joney," 
said Patrick, springing at a small figure which appeared 
in the twilight just before him, with a basket on his arm, 
and his clean white pincloth looking cleaner than ever. 

Jonah heard the Irishman's approach, and trembled 
with alarm. 



iBBITATIOKfl; r 8R 

f " Och ! and my friend,'* said Patrick tbrusting Bis ana 
through Jonah's, and winking at Henrj. 

" Very well, I thank you," said the little p]nk-&ced 
boy, looking straight before him, 

" Ah ! and I'm right glad to hear of yer health beingi 
good, though I was never the boy to a< ye about it." 

^' I thought you did," said Jonah, frightened out of his* 
wits, especiaUy as they were approaching the lane of the. 
fermer scene. 

" I swopped mv taw," was the remark of Henry, half 
to himself and half to his companions, as he walked along 
with his hands in his pockets. 

"And did ye, then?" said Patrick. "Sure I never 
play at marbles, never. My poor fayther was a great man 
tor marbles : sure, and I've heard my mither say how my^ 
fayther played at marbles in the house of Lord Nelson^ 
and the great Duke, before the contest of Trafalgar ; and> 
the gallant Admiral said, ' Patrick, yer a gallant sailor, 
and no mistake.' " 

"I thought your father was a soldier," said Henry; 
walking steadily on. 

"Sure, and he was a sailor, then," said Patrick^: 

Jonah trembled. 

"Because you said he was with Lord il^elson," said. 
Henry quietly. 

" Sure, and so he was ; my &yther was everywhere, 
sodger and sailor and all. He was the chief mend to 
the Duke of Wellington at Salamanki, and won marblea^ 
with Lord Nelson at Trafalgar." 

Jonah moved quietly on, and felt very hot ; the lana^ 
was dark and the evening heavy. . 

" Wasn't he, my darlin'," said Patrick, putting his arm 
round Jonah's waist. " Och ! by the way, Joney, boy, 
and talking of Miss Spriggs — " 

Off started Jonah like a shot without more ado, with: 
his basket on his arm, away flew eggs and bread. [Hie 
temptation was too great, away flew Patrick in full pur* 
suit, roaring with laughter, " Sure, and I'll learn ye then ;> 
ye never c^uled Snriggs a griffin." Paster still flew Jonah, 
soaring with fright. " Sure, if ye don't stop I'll hang ye. 
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up to ikQ mmMnBaiy as Lord Nebon did to the man who 
shot him. Stop, je varmint, dm't je hear a man apeak P'' 
"Hj&nrj walked on quietljr all the time, tdking little broken 
sentences; he had had one op two quiet bu^s to him* 

«Blf. 

But Jonah had too much the start of his pnrauer, and 
dashed straight into his mother's oottage, for safety, 
tremblinj^ with firight, and his basket emptj ; he thvew it 
down and burst into tears. The good ladj soon diaco^ 
▼ered lite cause, and staarted up to reach a stick, and 
rallied forth to meet Achilles, who was. rushing headlong 
on the fleet. But Patrick was too wise, and roaring with 
Imugfater darted off over the field toward his home. It 
was no easy matter for Henry to pass the cottage garden 
si^ly, and he &lt in no small degree satisfied when his 
ipother's rushlight peered through the window of the 
oottage iQ the lane. 

In the meantime Walter vetumed home dull and dis* 
satisfied, disgusted with himself and every body else. He. 
had passed httle Henry, who was standing by the edge of 
the pond with his hands in his pockets, looking at a group 
pf boys playing at buttons. The child looked dull, ana 
the dry tears were shining on his kind, affectionate, aim>. 
pie face. Walter could not bear to look at him ; he felt 
ne had.injmred him cruelly, and that he had made him 
the victim of his temper. He was angry that boys 
ahould be the Tietims of the tempers of masters. Near 
the wateivtrough, opposite the publiohouse, he overtook 
Bobert walking with Piatt, with his books tied with a 
strap over his back ; he was talking in a low voice ; ha 
tended his hat to Walter, and the young schoolmaster 
shrunk as from a viper. 

Walter reached tiis solitary lodging, all looked com- 
finrtable, the fire slowed in the grate, the tea was on 
the table, the kettle hissed and sung on the coals : ha. 
Ediut the docMf and sat down. He was gazing at the 
coals, when a tap came at the door. It was Henry, 
he bad been hom)B, and returned. Walter told hia^ to 
Qome in ; ^' Sit down and have some tea with me." 

The littile fellow was delighted as he flew to a ohair; 
hi§ jEjEuse beam^ with smiles, ^ve, and kiz^<^ss. ''What 
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ifl tiiere in tbat child," thouglit WidU»r, <<ihai bn CftH so 
whdllj forget mj treatment of liiin P" 
r j)iaw taikie care, Waiter, do not make him a martyr or 
a hero, and spoil him because you hai/«e been indisci«et. 

"Did you pkj at buttons, Henry?" said Waiter, 
longing to get the boy to say something which might in<* 
Produce the subject or the caning. 

^No, sir," said Henry, talking a piece of bread and 
butter : ** I had none. Mother says I mayn't cut th^n 
off my tzrowBers. Jack Ohaney does : I mayn't though. 
No, I should think not ; I like drinking tea with you,*' 
^aid Henry, looking up« 

" I'm very glad to have you," said Walter ; " we haw 
had many snug evenings together." 
. "Tes,fiir,jaiy." 

There was a paose. '' Will he think of the caning P" 
thought Walter. Henry aat looking at the fire mus- 
ingly . He sighed heavily. "Now," thought Walter, 
^now he will speak of it." Bat Watter did not like to 
break the silence, he did not know what to say. Henty 
^nghed again* 

" Why do you sigh so, Henry ?" 

^' Dunnow,-^ye8> I do, thou^" said he, looking sadly 
at the fire, with his hands on his knees. 

" Why, tiien, tell me ; does any thing make you unr 
loppy P" Walter was sure now i^at the o^mory of the 
puniMiment weighed heavily on hinsu 

"Bummnt." 

" Bo tell me, Henry, I wish to be your firiend ; what 
makes yon unhappy P" 

** 'Cause I lost two brandybails to-day, and one that 
mm only half sucked." 

Poor Walter ! why do you go on P give it up, the boy 
liiinks himself no martyr nw you a tyrant. " Is that all ?" 
«aid Widter, in a tone of sadness and disappointmesnt. 

"Not quite." 

"What else is tibBBBp" 

" I swopped my taw for an alley with Jonah ; it.was a 
jollv old taw, it won me such a lot o' marbles,'* 

Ah, well, it is hopeless, Walter, give it up. Not quite. 
' . f* Henry, Bobert waa hard on yoi^ to-day, eh P" . . 
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' " Ties, lie got me caned.'* 

" I am sorry for it. I wish now I hadn't done it.** 
' " I was a bad 'un, wasn't I, else you wouldn't have 
beat me ?" said the little fellow, looking round at Walter. 
- Walter was utteriy perplexed at this : he could not 
disentangle the thread any longer, so he gare it up. 

Henry put his hands round his knees and gazed into 
the fire. " 1 like so much being with you," said he, " so 
much, that I would do any thing for you. Them boots 
I cleaned this morning want welting, shall I take them 
to the cobbler's to-morrow ?" 

"Yes, do, Henry," said Walter cheerfully. "Well, 
good night, Henry ; I will come down to see mother on 
Sunday, and then we will have a walk together." 

The little feUow sprung up full of glee and gratitude. 

" Good night, sir, said he, as he closed the door be- 
hind him, and left Walter musing alone. 

The latch of the door was lifted, a shadow was cast oil 
the fire-lit wall. Mr. Mordaunt. Walter was never 
more rejoiced to see him, he had his usual absent manner, 
and sat down by the fire without speaking ; his kind in- 
telligent grey eye gazed absently on the red coals. 
Walter had begun to understand him, and sat down and 
-said nothing : there was no sound except from the little 
gas flames that glowed and flowed out of the coals, and 
the kettle which stood now nearly empty on the hob, 
singing at intervals the oddest little songs, like choruses 
in the Agamemnon, full of broken passages, or like odes 
of Sappho, begun but not finished. Poor old kettle! 
what a companion had he been to Walter in his solitary 
hours ! the little handle of the lid used to look at him 
Bo kindly, and the black hole in the spout used so 
often to puff out words of sympathy when his master 
looked dull, us Walter sat with one leg thrown over the 
other knee musing and dreaming, and wishing so much 
that Ellen sat on the other side, and wondering if she 
^ver would. " Ah, old kettle," he used to say, " she'll 
keep you in order when she comes, she'll polish up your 
black sides till I shall not know you again." 

" Well, my young friend, and how goes the world ?'* 
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fifiid Mr. Mordaunt, at last taking his eyes ofiT the 
fire. 

" Oh, I don't know," said Walter ; "not over well." 

" What, vou are still worrying about that point of the 
marriage, eh ?" said Mr. Mordaunt vacantly. 

« No," said Walter, " not quite, Fve put that off for 
two years." 

" You jare prudent, I think," said Mr. Mordaunt. 

Walter could not bear him to say that. Why shouldn't 
he marry next month, if he liked r The old kettle gave 
a puff, as much as to. say, I quite agree with you, Wsdter* 
, " Oh, I don't know for that," said Walter, turning 
sharply round in his chair. 

" I wish you would talk grammar," said Mr. Mordaunt. 

Walter was excessively vexed at this : had Mr. Mor- 
daunt come in deliberately to insult him ? 

^' How go on Bobert and Heniy P" said Mr. Mordaunt, 
striking on a more agreeable string. 

Walter determined to master his annoyance^ " Well,' * 
said he, "that is just what I wanted to speak to yoii 
about, only you threw me so back." 

" How F" said Mr. Mordaunt, with surprise; " because 
I thought you prudent not to many for these two 
years?" 

" Yes," said Walter, half smiling. 

" Well, my dear fellow," said the other, " you told me 
you had put it off for these two years." 

f' Yes," said Walter; "because I must. Ellen's parents 
won't consent to it till I have ten pounds a year more, 
and I am very imhappy." ' 

" I wish you would take a different view of life," said 
Mr. Mordaunt. 

" What view ?" said the other. 

" Why," said the clergyman, " try and be happy in the 
conviction that Qot> is working in you, and you are 
working for God." 

" Oh, but," said Walter, " I quite feel that as a prind- 
ple, and that is what Ellen is always telling me in her 
letters; but — " 

" But what ?" said Mr. Mordaunt. 
. ** Ohy but I have no centre £Dr my affections; I have 
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nothing to i(nr»; I ieA I Ibe for noiiody, and nobodj 
lives for me; life seems a waste; I want some one to 
keep tke faooae, to take an interest m mj snterest, to 
take a pleaauie in mj pleasures-^" 

'' And to be patient when jou ave out of temper, Af 
WAlter," said Mr. Mgtdaqnt, finiahmg the sentence for 
him. 

Walter hnighed, and the kettle pnfied; it always 
piaiFed when he talked of ^kn. 

^ Well then, besides/' said Walter, '^eyerybodj eke 
is married, and I am growing so old.'' 

*'You were twenty-two last September," said Mr. 
Mordaunt, very quietly. 

« Yes," said Waiter; ^what of that?" 

^'Oh, nothing," said Mr« Mordaunt; ^(mly tiiai you 
saidyou were so old." 

. HtNidter laughed again. ^^ Oh, dear sir, you are so tire- 
some : you never enter into my feelings.^' 

^ Yes, I do,^' my young friend, tanng Walter by the 
hand, *^ heartily and earnestly, but I am certain if EUen 
is what you describe her, she would quite agree with me. 
Forgive me for aaying it, but till you have learned to 
befUT disappointment bKstter, to tone down your Exuberant 
expectations, to take a more sober and common-place 
view of life, and to be more equable in your temper under 
vexations, you would not make iBUen happy, if she is the 
girl you describe her." 

^' Oh, she is quite that," said Walter rather shaanj^ji 

''Well, well, don't he vexed," aaid Mr. Mordaunt; 
''take my advice, two years hence you will be a very 
different man, and much more suited to make a homo and 
a wife happy. Your old age will not be extreme, thenj 
there are plenty of chiaela at work to carve jovl into 
shape; Bobert, Henry, and Patriek, Lady Olivia, Miss 
&vnggs, and. t)ia Trustees, and that odd Mr. Mordaunt^ 
thev are all chisels cutting away at vou ; let them do 
i;heu* work for two years, and you will oe a difGsrent man, 
Walter. I'll tell you what it would be if you brought 
Ellen to your home now. You would form an extese 
vagant idea of the affection and devotion of a wife, you 
would be put out by soneiuuioyanee.with JU)bert at the 



Hel&ooi, j^tt "woedid oome home in « desperate «tRte of izi- 
dtignatioii end miseiy. ij^len's <»lmer temper would not 
in tbe least unden^aod you, you woidd tbink her cold 
and indifierent to you and your coneemfl ; you would get 
into a rage with lier, aod hove some thougiit about tbe 
bnp^ dayfl wbea you sat alone over ihe fire. She would 
take your temper perfectly calmly, this would pro^ok^ 
Tou more ^ tbe next morning you would be miserable, 
Deeause you had been Texed wildi Ellen, you would be 
entreatmg fSorgireneMi and affection; she would under- 
stand this as little as she undented i^e temper las* 
night. Kow believe me, you must discipline yourself 
more before you can make Ellen happy or yourself." 

The old kettle gaye a long puff, as much as to say, 
^ Capital, old Mordannt.'* Walter thought it was strik- 
ingly true, and couldn't say a word, and ' began to think 
what a fool he had been for talking such nonsense. 

''And now, my good Mend," said Mr. Mordaunt, 
^ let's heiar what tois row about Henry is." 
- Walt^ told hira the whole story, and tbe soene at 
school that afternoon, and Henry's odd manner at tea. 

Mr. Mordaunt listened attentively^ ** Walter," eaid 
he, " the same fault lies at the root of it all, you live on 
ideals ; you were a great deal too hast^ in your treatment 
of Henry at school this afternoon. You punished him to 
give yent to your own temper, and that temper was simply 
roused by an awfiil vision that you had raised to yourself 
of the power and evil intentions of that boy Sobert; 
now take a more common-place vie^ of him, a less ideal 
one; he cannot damage you in the way you in these 
moods imagine, he is ift yo^ ippwer. As long as you 
walk uprightly and fear Gon, no one can hurt you ; every 
one that you disHke is ix> you a devil, and every one you 
like an Angel; now no mem. are ever either of these, 
Tbi&a as to Henry, of course ^ou have 4Son&ised his ideas 
of right and wrong by punishing him severely for no 
fimlt at ail: but yon make 9 greater mistake still by 
tiiinking he imagines himself a martyr; he does not 
think about the matter as you think he does, and as yoa 
have found out this evening. When he sighed, and you 
thongkt he sighed under the sense of .injury, he was only 
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sighing about having lost two brandy balls and bbviilg* 
changed his taw for an alley ; take more moderate views 
of every thing, dear Walter, and believe I am your 
firmest and most affectionate friend. I have gone 
through much more in life than you know of," said Mr. 
Mordaunt with a deep sigh, and fixing his eyes eamestlj 
and sadly on the picture over the fireplace. 

Walter looked steadily on his &ce, lit by the red 
embers, and thought he had seldom seen a human coun- 
tenance so full of reality. There was silence for a 
minute, even the kettle had ceased to sing. 

*^ Thank you a thousand, thousand times,*' said Walter. 

" Good night, and Gon bless you, Walter,'* said Mr. 
Mordaunt, getting up and taking Walter's hand most 
kindlv. The door shut, and he was gone. Walter satr 
and thought for ten minutes, and then went to bed. 

''He is all right, and you are all wrong, Walter." 
Did that voice come from the old spider spinning up in 
the old curtain, who had just flung him down one of his 
silk ropes opposite where Walter hty upon his pillow, or 
was it a whisper of Walter's conscience ? 

Walter fell asleep, and dreamt of Ellen. 



CHAPTEE X. 

THS MAST. 



The eventful day arrived, and the school-feast took 
place at Lady Olivia's. It was early winter, so of course 
there would be but little out-door work. The children 
were aU clean as Dutch toys ; they looked like a fleet of 
washed holland in full sail, as they walked two and two 
in procession to Sir Stafford's house. What is gained by 
such manifestations and such scenes of transparent con* 
descension done once a year, as if to assert the fiact that 
the rich have not quite forgotten ChnstiaDily ? Like a 



man bliufting a pathway through his park one day out of 
the three hundred and sixty-five, to assert his right. 

But of. that anon. We will follow them iato the 
house. They did not reach the house quite unmolested, 
for a large troop of neglected ones, imder Patrick's com- 
mand, took the column in the flank as they turned the 
«H)8sroad, and seemed intent to show fight by Patrick's 
wild and warlike attitude. Jonah trembled awfully, and 
looked straight before him, as he walked solenmly on 
with his mug in one hand and his basket on the other, 
containing under the cleanest white cloth some fresh egg9 
for Miss Spriggs. His pincloth was passing words ; he 
looked like the chemical atom of cleanliness. The temp- 
tation would evidently have been too much for Patrick, had 
it not been for the sudden appearance of Sir Stafford's 
coachman and groom, with their hands in their breeches' 
pockets, and their air that of perfect ease and relaxation 
of every muscle, mentally and bodily. Patrick withdrew 
a few paces to eye his toe, and finally made a stand as 
the line passed through the lodge gate. 

Miss Spriggs was on the steps, and hailed the Uttle 
company. "The little dears," as she hysterically called 
them. She spoke to each of them as they passed in, 
patting them on the head and addressing each by chris- 
tian or surname. Lady OHvia and a large group of ladies 
in bonnets stood inside the hall, and were arranged in the 
back-ground like household penates. 

The tea went on cheerfully, the children ate pro* 
digiously, the cake disappeared rapidly: of course they 
were to eat ; it was the reward of virtue for six months. 
Tickets were the arbitrary medium. They drank tea 
brought in in a tub between two lusty umids. with 
their faces and their capstrings flying back, looking ex- 
ceedingly good-natured to the company, but hating the 
children sincerely. The liquid was smoking ; it was a sort 
of slate-colour^ between pale drab and blue. This too 
went down rapidly, and little sticky mugs were filled 
over and over again with the scalding fluid ; some mugs 
were white, some dark brown, and some " a present for 
.Charlie," See, . Bobert was all activity and worked like 
a slave. He never thought gf himself for a moqient, 
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dalr ^tlkd cMidiimi; and Mibb SpriggB* ockmnitioa kn«ir 
BO bounds. 

Here are ft few bite of coxif ersatiooi wbidi went on 
Kmnd tbd' ifoom. 



^ Wbat a cbarmkig rights dear Ladjr Olivia^ the ploa^^ 
mn^ given to so tOBtay, and managed so easily. We 
A)^t at a dinner party^ and give not a ktmdredtb paui of 
the nleasore.*' 

'< It is deiigbtful to be allowed to do it^ Miss Spencer^ 
v«ry, to bave the means. Poor little dears^ tkey havo 
not much to make life happy." 

Then, Miss Spencer, why do you give those dmams 
parties you have so much dread of P and whv are yoix 
going to have one to*morrow and the next day for twenty 
people^ and a Treneb cook down on purpose? And 
Why do you seem as happy a» a queen at the dinner ? 

^* How they eat^ to be sure, it's soon go^&;^ wby that 
great basket's empty t it was full just now. They eal 
as if l^y had not eaten fbr a week *, there's w) ftev of 
want of appetite h^e." 

Mr. Barlow said this to Mrs. Miikr. 

^ Oh, tbey do indeed $ it is really tremendotts to see 
how the poor eat. I do think some must take it awvf 
i» their podkets. I have seen that little red^aeed fellow 
in the mil take five krge pieces of cidw : it is rsnUy 
dreadM> q[uite/' and Mrs. MiUer laughed. 

'' It is so kind of Lady Olivia, so devoted of deaf Miss 
Spriggs, so few in Lady Olivia's high; mok in life wofdd 
do it. No return, except what is indeed her doe^ tbe 
r^pect and admiration of the peirhihy and I hope some 
little gratitude from these children*, if they have aniy,. bat 
I doubt it. Do vou know, Miss Baintree P i saw Ihst 
girl with a mouthml laugh out loud just now at the next 
girl, as she was eating her cake. Oh,, it's shocking I 
locking, tbe ingratitude of the poor!" 

Miss Badntree did not quite see the conaeetion between 
the laugh and ingratitude, but supposed there was, as 
Mrs* Latkier had said se^ 



' ** How absurd it is, rtufiing. tkead daOdi^n witK eak^, 
wiiat's the use of it ? I hate these moremeat daj»; the 
poor will soon push ua out of our plaeesw Bo you o&ljr 
look there at that little mouth, stuluiig kb csko.'* 

** Oh, it's horrible ! I quite agree with youy Mr. 
Xatimer," said Mr. Baiiow. 

Meanwhile on went the childi^ the objects of these 
Tanous remarica. 

^Dear Miss Spriggs, what a chanDxag. sight T* sdd 
Lady Mary Courtenay ; " it is so dd^tful to think of 
these aU being £ed ; the wauts of the poor sometimes 
make me ngh; such a sight as this relieves me of a 
month's burden. Why, they will not want dinn^ a^in 
for a week I How grateful they ought to be to dear Lady 
Olivia ! I hope you are grateful, Httle giH,' ' said the lady, 
fq>proaehing a Httle ros^-cheeked girl who was eating vo*- 
raciously off two pieces of plam*cake at once, ooe in each 
hand, and her cheeks shimng with stidcy tea. '' Ingra* 
titttde is sudu a shocking things you know ;^ is it not,. Mian 
Spriggs ? And the poor are so oagrateM always $ don't 
YOU mid them so, Miss Spriggs ? You oug^t to have 
oeen a Sister of Charity? your life is so devolied." 

Miss Sprig's large bkick eyes^ behind her spectades, 
screwed up misa two narrow crevices, and an hysterical 
laugh, like whispers from the head of Memnon, sighed 
from her mouth ; she could not speak, but laying hold of 
the wrist of Lady Mary Coud;eDay, she shook her head 
like a Mandarin, and expressed by that act what she had 
not utterance to tell. 

'' Oh, look at that little boy ! if he hasn't," said Lady 
Mary, extricatmg kenielf from Miss Sprigga's graap; 
^ wel^ I never i his pockets aee fuE of cake, ^se in* 
gratitude! so Uke the poor I You wicked little boy, 
what's your name P' 

" Job Gurchets, ma*am." 

'* Why, you naughty ungrafeefiil bdv^ you aee what'a in 
yoar-^poeket ;; yoa know it'a stealing. 

*^ 'Taint for me ; it's for Patrick^ the Lish bovv He 
tcdd me he'd give me a hiding if I did not bag it him." 

<' Shocking r wOTse atilll eofiapizftcy aud pkt^" said 
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J/ady Mary^msbitig to Mr. Hornby, a tall gentlemanlike 
looking clergyman, with a white tie, who wae talking to 
Sir William Turner, the member for the county. 

" Do, Mr. Hornby, do, pray, expose this unprincipled 
dishonesty, and drag the little thief out by the collar. 
You'll come to the jeallows, that you will, you wicked, 
wicked little boy I To think of the bounty, the magnifi- 
cence of the kindness of Lady Olivia, meeting with such 
a return ! No wonder the poor are suspected ; in fact, 
it's wonderful to me that they find any people willing to 
do anything for them.'* 

Mr. Hornby seemed unwilling to interfere ; and Job 
Gurchets, who had already decamped in considerable fear 
of an invasion of his liberty, was seen sailing like a cutter 
in full tack, through the crowd of spectators at the door, 
and grasping on either side the masses of cake he was 
bearing away to Patrick, looked round ever and anon to 
see whether Lady Mary's generalship had been able to 
call together a guerilla warure in pursuit. But long be- 
fore he had reached the door. Lady Mary had consigned 
herself to a cup of coffee, and a conversation about the 
last opera with Miss Plunket. 

« Well, Walter, what do you think of this ?" said Mr. 
Mordaunt'to Walter, in one comer of the room, where 
the schoolmaster had been standing some time unnoticed. 

" I don't know, sir," said Walter; **it's very kind of 
Sir Stafford." 

'' Of Lady Olivia," said Mr. Mordaunt, looking across 
the room vacantly. 

" Mordaunt, — ^a glass of champagne P" said Sir Stafford, 
calling across the room from the place where he was 
standing with his hat under his arm, dressed in a blue coat 
and gilt buttons, viewing the whole scene as but the 
ninety-ninth symptom of his wife's long-established in- 
sanity ; he looked like a clever man who could not help 
himself. 
. " No, thank you," said Mr. Mordaunt. 

•" Sir Stafford does not take much interest in the tea," 
said Walter to the Clergyman. 

" No," said the latter, drily. ** Do, Walter, see what'd 
ihe matter with that cjiild ; she. is crying.'.\ 



• Wldter "Oreni. ^* She' forgot to briag b mug, sir ;< she 
has not had any tea." 

^* Oh," said Mr, Mordaunt, more drily still ; and he got 
» mug from one of the other children, and satisfied th^ 
thirsty child. 

" Walter, come here," said Mr. Mordaunt, " now I will 
tell you what I think of all this," Walter was surprised i 
Mr. Moi^aunt seldom E^oke so directly to him, and he 
was all attention. *^ Now I see no sort of use in these 
maaifestations," said the. clergyman; "they seem simply 
based on this principle, that tlw^ poor are a great excres* 
oenoe on society, a sort of cattle which the world would 
he much better without, which are the exception and not 
the rule of the population, and that their children are to 
be got together twice a year for a grand display of thc^ 
generosity of the rich. An a&ir like this simply recog- 
nizes the most painful aspect of the dependence of thQ 
enormous minority of society on the minority ; it recog- 
nizes and keeps up a gulf between them ; it treats 
them just like the cattle which they herd in their field 
or kennel. Walter, the very words make me shud- 
der; what possible good does this feast do, social or 
moral P If you want to raise or bless their social con-> 
dition, recognize their homes as Chbist did that of 
Lazarus ; but many that are here, I fear too much, in 
extacies over the happiness created by the cake and tea, 
and plunging little mugs into pails full of sweet hot fluid, 
and are carrying round heavy baskets full of slices of cake, 
would faint with alarm if they were asked to go to the 
homes of any of those children, sit down at their table 
and. share in the acts of their daily life. No, Walter^ 
therQ is hardly a child at that table that does not know 
that this hour is the exception to the year, and that in 
the road and in the cottage they must pay the homage of 
an.inferior race of beings to those who now are pretend- 
ing that their delight is to participate in their childish 
joy. Walter, make them love you. I delighted to see 
the affection with which that little Henry took your 
hand the other day. . To have won that child's heart 
is worth more than winning all those children's bows, 
and to feel that that child's widowed mother listens to 

H 
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your footstep in the lane with joy, becaase it indicatee 
the approach of her own and her chOd's best friend, is 
worth all the school-feasts in the world. If s the home, 
it's the home, Walter, that is the true sphere of work of 
this kind ; not to bring them out of their homes in a 
heterogeneous mass and work upon them as if they were 
machines. But here comes Sir Stafford.'' 

" "Well, Mordaunt, monstrous humbug this," said Sir 
Stafford ; '' but my wife will have it ; there's no setting 
her out of it ; I must give way. For my part, I believe 
the children would be much nappier at home. I like to 
see the little fellows happy as well as any one, — ^like to 
see them go respectable to church on Sunday before me, 
but you clergymen and the ladies have such strange phil« 
antmropic views about the poor. Wh jr can't you let tnem 
alone in their own houses? Good wives, good mothersy 
and good ploughboys. I hate all this." 

^ Well," said Mr. Mordaunt, ** do not class me with the 
clergymen you spoke of just now ; for I very much agree 
with you." 

" Now, Sir Stafford, how can you !" said Lady Olivia^ 
who had just come up, laying her primrose glove on Sir 
Stafford's arm, and looking in a state of excited ecstacy at 
the position she occupied in the room; ''you always 
throw cold water upon all my efforts." 

" My dear, I wish you would throw some on that fire, 
for it's monstrous hot." 

. "Now, Mr. Mordaunt, isn't he crtielP" said- Lady 
Olivia, turning to the clergyman. " Tlds is the way my 
husband always acts ; he never goes with me in my little 
acts for the poor ; does he P" said Lady Olivia, looldng 
archly up into his face, and taking hold of his hand. • 

" Oh, my dear ; humbug ! the poor !" said Sir Stafford ; 
** they'd be much happier if you*^d leave them alone." 

But the dock struck eight, and the parly separated. 



CHAPTEE XI. 

THB AOCrSATIOir. 

So ended Lady Olivia's feast. But its eyents were not 
so easily over : Kobert had been there, bnsy, kind, and 
inteUi^nt. Walter had noticed once or twice his ab-* 
sence ftom the room. All Bobert's actions had an inten- 
tion, and were attributable to some singular motive.* 
Walter's fall and ruin had long been the object of the 
pupil of Dickson, and he never lost his opportunity of' 
annoying and hindering him. 

The &y after the feast, Eobert came up to Walter, who » 
was standing with the third class, with a solemn and con*, 
fidential air. " I am sorry, sir," said he, " that I have to 
bring a great charge against Anthony Bird : I don't wimt > 
to t^ tdes ; and had rather not say what I was going to 
say, but Miss Spriggs says I ought." 

Walter felt vexed, and was almost sure that Eobert 
was taking him.ij, but he told him to go on. 

"Anthony has been stealing," said Eobert. 

On his saying these words, a loud noise burst from the 
fiir comer of the room : Anthonv had heard the charge 
and roared. He drove his two nngers into hid eyes, and* 
started on to his legs. 

" Eeally," said Walter, " I am sorry to hear it : let me 
hear the charge." 

"I didn't, I didn't, I know I didn't," roared the 
accused ; " it is all a lie, a wicked, wicked lie. I only 
took a little bit for Patty, for she had the *bago." 

Patty was Cleopatra, Anthony's sister (in this case) ; 
her mother would have her so named. *' Cleopatra P' ' Sfud 
the clergyman, and the mother said "Cleopatra." " 'Bago' ' 
was an attack of lumbago she was suffering from. 

" Sir," said Eobert, not losing for ^ne instant his p^* 
feet calmness ; " I and Thomas Piatt were walking out of 
Lady Olivia's hall, where I got a pail of water, which the 
footman asked me to qo for, and we saw Anthony bolting 
down the avenue. ' Anthony,' si^ I, * stop.' * I can't,' 
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«ays he. On whicli, we ran after him, and caught him in 
the shrubs. He had several large pieces of cake with him, 
and had there this little omament^ in his basket, which I 
knew directly was off Lady Olivia's side table. It's so 
shocking, sir, to show such ingratitude : is it not ? when 
the gentlefolks are so kind and condescending as to take 
notice of ud {)oor boys. He couldn't deny it ik&i, as we 
found the things on him; so here they are." Bobert* 
produced them, ornament and all, 
- Walter looked shocked, and Anthony was summoned, 
and his advance was marked by loud and bitter cries 
and earnest expostulations, that he was innocent, and 
'*Eobert'saliar." 

Bobert looked calm and innocent, and who could look , 
on that dear and intelligent face, and think him guilty of 
any human infirmity! The case seemed so dear, th^- 
evidence so conclusive, that no doubt waa left, fuid Walter 
declared he must punish the offender. 

'''So Mm Spriggs said," said Bobert quietlv; ^^ahe; 
said she hoped you would not pass it lightly by, as it: 
would only be an encouragement to the boys to act 
in the same way; she hoped that you would severely, 
punish it." 

Walter felt that all his dislike for Miss Spriggs must 
not make him disregard these matter-of-fact expressiona 
of her ^ntiment, and he accordingly determinea on flog* 
ging Anthony. He hated caning, but if there were fitting- 
occasions for it, this case undoubtedly was the one, and 
he proceeded to inflict it. The flogging was light, and; 
Waiter was glad when his diity wafl fmfilled. Bobert 
stood calmly by, and watched the whole proceeding* 
Anthony of course made a considerable noise, and three 
other little boys chitned in under the wall for sympathy. 
Bobert directed Anthony to return to his place, and im- 
mediately proceeded to give him a lesson, looking down 
gravely .all the time, as if assuming great moral iniUgna* 
tion at the offender. 



Two mornings after, Mias Spriggs was all bustle. She 
had been out twice already, and it was not yet breakfast* 
i^e. She bad been crying violently, aud going into four 



dr five cottages/ and retttmiii^ to them, after she had lefb 
them. She came to Lady Obvia's door, and knocked fife 
times, to know if she could see her. At last the desired 
interview took place, and she met her in confidence. "No 
one heard what passed, but the gesticulations and gestures 
told the servants that some important village news had 
transpired, — either Mr. Mordaunt was going to be mai^- 
ried, or Mrs. Pembroke was dead, or Mr. Hawkins attke 
village shop had been convicted of using false weightd. 
But all these were the imaginations of the kitchen ; no- 
thing as yet was positivdy known. There were other 
strong indications of a move in the camp: breakfast 
was hurried ; then the ponj carriage was ordered to be 
round at half-past nine; and every servant who went 
in during breakfast caused a sudden silence in the con- 
versation, as in a long chain where a link here and. there 
is quite broken out. Three notes were written by Miss 
Spriggs at Lady Olivia's order, and three times Miss 
Spriggs left breakfast to write them: one was to Mrei. 
Lepean, one to Miss Townly, and one to Mr. Mordaunt. 
At half-past nine the pony-chaise came round, and the 
two ladies entel!red, and drove at once to Mrs. Bird's. 
Another pony-chaise was already there. On seeing this 
Miss Sprigg» leapt from the carnage, and rushed to the 
door of the cottage. On the thrieshold she met Miss 
Townly. 

" Oh, it is so kind of you to come,** said Miss Spriggs ; 
** BO kind, dear, so very kind ; but isn't it dreiidful ?— 
horrible ?— affecting P" 

" Oh, very truly," said Miss Townly j " but, dear Miss 
Spriggs, you expected it, as you always said it would be 
BO ; and you have, you know, such knowledge of human 
nature. Ah, dear me, it is indeed enough to make you 
leave off your kind efforts for the poor." 

Miss Spriggs only shook her head at this appeal, and. 
aided Lady Olivia out of the carriage. At length the 
whole little conclave was gathered in the lower room, and 
proceeded to their solemn invBsdgation. 

** I will go and fetch him; I will be back in aml>ment,^^ 

said Miss Spriggs, as she ran out. She soon appeared 

i again, bringmg Mrs. Starkia, Bobert'i mother, dressed in 
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her white apron, her clean cap, and close behind heiv 
Sobert came in, looking calm and determined. 

Mrs. Starkie curtsied to the ladies: '< This is very sad." 

" Very," said Lady Olivia. 

*' It is indeed, mv ladv/' said Mrs. Starkie, " most sad. 
Who would have thought it ? as m v poor boy says. Who 
.would have thought it, so good and modest as he looked 1 
'Allow me, my bdy," as she entered, leading the way 
.through the door which led to an inner room. 
- *' The ladies, Mrs. Bird, the ladies." — ^Mrs. Bird arose. 
She was t^ short dirty woman, who seemed nearly stone 
deaf, sittii^ dose over her fire, working on a three-l^ged 
stool. Her manner was over-civil; ner voice soft and 
low, and she nodded her head as she spoke. Her three 
children were in the room ; the eldest, a girl fourteen 
years old was working, assisting her mother ; the other 
two were playing in the midfie of the room.*— "The 
ladies have come to see your poor boy's back: is he 
in?" 

. Mrs. Bird stretdbed forward to catch her words, for heor 
'dea&ess seemed to be a great impediment to her. '^ Oh, 
.no, no, I will call him. Jizmie, call your brother. Prav 
rbe seated, my lady ; pray be seated, miss," said the half 
foonfounded Mrs. Bird. Anthony appeared. 
i "Show the ladies," said Mrs. Starkie, coming forward 
with a quiet air of authority. '* Show the ladies." 

" Oh, ye&, directly. Laciies, I hope you'll excuse my 
untidy ^ttage, but I didn't expect sucli company, I'm 
sure I didn't ; Mrs. Starkie knows I didn't. Pray, be 
seated, ladies. I'm very sorry there's only two chairs 
in the house, and the stools. No, there are three, I 
won't tell a lie on no account ; Patty, fetch the other 
•chair." 

" Well, my good woman, now if you will tell us about 
Jyour little boy,— that's what we came about," said Lady- 
Olivia, with a cheerful, kind, patronising tone, but evir 
dently meaning she was in a hurry. 

" Ah, to be sure, it's very sad, veay, to see one's child- 
ten BO treated : mack people should think how they'd like 
one cf their own tre^tbed ao. It's shocking, quite shoc^- 
iing I" And she proceeded jbo expose the back of her boy. 
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who stood with head hung down, waiting to be exantined 
Dj the ladies. 

A very disastrous state of things! Braises, and 
lashes were certainly imprinted on his back. The child 
had beyond all doubt been unmerciMl^ beaten. 

** Oh, shocking !" screamed Miss Spnggs : " the brute!** 
And she hid her dark eyes with her gloved hand. *' Oh, 
Lady Olivia, if I had your high position and influence, he 
shouldn't remain master five minutes. Horrid, horrid 
man!" 

" It's very sad, my lady, indeed," said Mrs. Starkie, 
looking down into the wounds and bruises, with a quiet^ 
attentive eye. 

'' I can't think how people can do such things : what 
do they think will happen to their own children ?" 

"Dreadful!" cried Mrs. Lepean; "I always hated 
education for the poor, and I am convinced more and 
more. I have, never had a moment's peace since Mr* 
Lepean gave five shillings for the great school for the 
factory children at Biadford; nature's the best in* 
structor ; for my part, if people wiU thrust themselves 
out of their places, I can!t pity them," so saying Mrs* 
Lepean departed. 

"Agonising, indeed!" said Miss Mary Emily Blake ; 
" it reminds one of the scene in Lalla Sookh." 

" Well, my dears," said Lady Olivia, " I think we are 
rather going off the subject ; this is very dreadful, and you 
are sure the schoolmaster inflicted the punishment?" 

" Oh, yes, my lady," said Mrs. Starkie, interposing ; 
" my Bobert, he's so bashful^ my lady, and so unwilling 
to say a word against the master ; Bobert, he always was 
like that, so modest. Bobert, you saw the master, didn't 
you?" 

. " Yes, mother, oh yes ; master beat him for not know* 
ing Shalmanezer." 

"For what?" said Miss Spriggs. "How eould the 
poor boy have known him ? why be lives in New Zea*- 
land! Such shockiug ign<Hrance of history, you see. 
Lady Olivia, shocking!" 

** He couldn't spell Shalmanezer, I mean, ma'am," said 
Sobert ; " it's the four syllable card, and he (»dy knew 
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ho ZoTOQster ; Lucifer Keggs eotdd spell Bhalmaneser^ 
and Anthony couldn't, so master caned him." 

•* And with his own hand ?** said Ladj Olivia ^mly. 
. « Yes, oh yes,*' said Eobert ; *• I saw it." 

" My boy saw it all, my lady, you see, hut he didnH 
like to interfere. His father and I always teU him that 
he must behave himself at school." 

" Very true, my good Mrs. Starkie. I think Eobert 
has acted admirably. Bobert, there's half-a-erown fov 
you." 

** Thank you, my lady," said the modest boy, bowing 
discreetly. 

" Thank you, Mrs. Bird, thank you. Cover up the 
poor boy's back ; I will send you some things to rub into 
the wounds, where the skin is broken." , 

*^ Thank you, my lady ; I have been putting some oil . 
on him, which mv master had for the rheumatics before he 
was married, and I think they've done him some good $ 
but of course, what comes from the quality like you will 
do much better, thank ye, my lady." 

^' There, Mrs. Bird, do the boy up," said Mrs. Starkie, 
with a voice of kind command. 

Mrs. Bird did so. 
: *^ Horrible!" said Miss Spriggs ; ''to think of such a flog- 
ging as to bleed. Lady Olivia ! Why it's like the militafy 
floggings. Oh, Lady Olivia, I am so glad to think y&ur 

? lint's up ; you, whose spirit's gentler than the dove's, 
would put him in the carriage to show Sir Stafford." 

Lady Olivia did not stay to discuss the propriety of 
this at that moment, but assured Miss Spnggs she 
would without fail speak to Sir Stafford imme^tely, and 
the ladies got into the carriages. 

" There he is !" cried Miss Spriggs, who sat betwe^ 
Lady Olivia and Mrs. Lepean. ''There he is ;" and she 
threw her hands over her eyes. 

Walter was walking quietly home from school, little 
Henr^ had his hand, and Walter was trying to explain the 
botanical classes of flowers to him, while the litue fellow 
pressed his hand with affection and happiness. All the 
ladies looked eagerly towards the window at once, and 
Walter, who happened to look round accidentally at the 



moment, thought they were allloakiiigiit him, and could 
not imagine what had made them so particularly at- 
tentive. 



A carriage drove up the avenue of Sir Stafford's beau- 
tiful domain. Miss Spriggs descended from the carriage 
steps first, and was rapidly followed by the commission 
of inquiry ; they were literally brim-ftdl of news of the 
first importance. Sir Stafford was in the hall putting on 
a white hat, round which he had been drawing, with the 
utmost dexterity, a clean sOk handkerchief : a large blood 
hound was waiting for him on the door steps. The foot- 
man had just said, " Yes, Sir Stafford," and was standing 
upright fike a figure of Herculaneum petrified by the 
descent of lava. Miss Spriggs passed Sir Stafford in the 
iiall ; her heart was full, she could only say, ** Oh, Sir 
Stafford ! oh, Sir Stafford 1" and rushed hysterically up- 
stairs. On the staircase she met the housemaid, and 
said, '^ Oh, Sally !" and disappeared into the silence and 
seclusion of her bed-room. 

Scarcely had she passed, before Lady Olivia reached 
the astonished baronet. ^ Sir Stafford,'' said she, '' I 
must speak with you instantly, immediately, in the 
study." 

** My dear !" said the astonished gentleman ; *' what is 
the matter ? Have you broken the chestnut's knees P" 

'' Oh, no ; far, infinitely worse than words can de- 
scribe," said the distressed lady, as she entered the study : 
^'it's that horrible, that shocking, that brutal school- 
master, he has killed a school-boy !" 

" Why, my dear, you were !ul in love with him the 
other day," said the imperturbable baronet. ^'I pity 
that unfortunate man from the bottom of my heart." 

^'What! pity a murderer! you iinfeeling man," said 
Lady Olivia, in utter astonishment. 

« Well," said Sir Stafford, " is the boy dead, quite ?" 

'^ No, not quite, not quite," said the lady ; '^ but beaten 
black and blue, we have all seen it." 

*« What P" said Sir Stafford. 

"Why, the boy's back and shoulders,'* said Lady 
Olivia. 
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*' Who all hare teen it P** Mdd Sir Stafford coolly. 

'^TV^y dear Miss Sprigga, Mm. Lepeaiiy and Ladj 
Miiry Thornhill, and myseff ; and — " 

" Well, quite enough," aiiid Sir Stafford ; ** what do jou 
want me to do ; not to inapeet it, I hope ?'* 

** Oh, no, not if yon do not wiah it; hut we all in* 
treat, we heg, we demand, aa a truatee, you will auapend 
this monster from his office." 

''Well, my dear," said Sir Stafford, '<yoa must re- 
collect that I am only oae of a body of trustees ; and, 
secondly, I really must have the &cts of the case a little 
more coolly stated before I can do any thing." 

Lady OUm dosed the door, and proceeded with an 
exact narrattye of what had taken place. 

Walter that erening walked on towards the lane oi the 
widow's cottage ; he met Bobert, who modestly bowed, and 
his mother, who curtsied with dignity. Twilight had sunk 
OYer hed^ and field, when he came in sight ozHenry's po- 
yerty-stncken home ; one of those nvpid winter twilights, 
when tiie large heavy clouds roll up like the chariot of the 
night, putting to flight the heavenly array of the day : the 
taU iMness troea soughed and sighed aa the wind sobbed 
throue;h them, which had just risen after the sunset ; the 
wind IS always hushed at sunrise and sunset, and when 
the glorious light has gone, the village children say that 
the wind comes talking down the lane, asking where the 
sun is ? Henry waa in the lane. 

The yeUow light of a single rushlight shone palely 
through the widow's lower window, and as Walter turned 
in at the unhinged wicket-gate, the yeUow firelight painted 
on the ceiling and on the wall the watching figure of 
Henry's mother, 

"Tiero's mother," cried Henry, "don't you see her 
shadow on the wall ? she'll be so glad to see yon, sir," 
taking Walter's haad and looking up into his face ; " she 
likes you so much; she said she knows you are too good 
to live long." 

Walter smiled and patted Henry on the head : '' Well 
then, my little fi^Uow, you mnat do without me I sup* 
pose," said he. 
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^' Oh no! I did not mean that," said Hexuy, taking 
Walter's hand. 

"Well, Henry, run on and open the door, and tell 
mother I'm commg." 

Walter lingered at the wicket-gate to gaze on the 
acene around him : there waa a strange mixture of quiet- 
ness and wildness ; the constant sobs of the wind, the 
wailing and plaintive cries of the boughs, the distant call 
of a &w eyening birds that still lingered in the village 
copse ; large grey douds that still kept hurryiog on like 
an endless procession of mourners, trooping to the funeral 
of the day, outside ; and then the warm snug view of that 
fireliffbt on the wall, the dreamy shadow of the pensive 
watcher, the loud and regular tick of the cottage dock, 
and the form of the cat which had roused herself to peep 
^through the door Henry had just opened and stood out blacK 
and small against the ruddy waU, aU these made Walter 
think what his own home would be, when Ellen sat by his 
fireside, and he should have some point, some aim in life, 
something to caU a home ; he imagined Ellen watching 
by the firelight for his return, listening for his footstep • 
jin the lane, and coming to meet him at the garden gate, 
that was life ; one to laugh when I am free, and when I 
weep to weep with me. 

< Poor Walter, his heart yearned for sympathy; he 
thought that with her in that eottage, Ufe would be 
without a shade. As he stood occupied with these pen- 
sive thoughts the village clock from the church came 
fiwinging through the air the chime of seven ; Walter 
lingered as if he waited till the tale was finished ; and 
tale enough it was ; for that old dock had told its story 
^ears and years ago, when the oldest man in the village 
was an infant in arms ; it always seemed to be talking 
about the dead people which lay in the graves underneath 
it, and seemed to say so distinctly and dearly, " Here 
they aU lie ; do p^pare to die ;" and yet it never seemed 
to speak harshly ; there was always a plaintive sweetness 
in its mellow tones, like the voice of Him Who does not 
wish the death of a sinner, and Who has made death the 
^door to Ufe. The clock was silent, and Walter started; 
the widow's figure stood in the doorway, waiting for him 
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to come in ; he baa forgotten where he was. *' 6h, 
young schoohnaster, take, care, don't dream too much, 
* life 18 Teal, life is earnest.* »> 

Walter, the widow, and her son, sat together round the 
cheerful fire ; tea lay on the table ; the butter in a blue 
and white basin, the top to the little black teapot tied 
on with a piece of packthread ; two whole cups and one 
broken one, a very large crusted quartern loaf; brown 
sugar and no miU:, with the deep red tea in the cups 
curling round its own steam on the top like mists rising 
from a river, with the cat seated before the fire and the 
restless shadows trying to catch each other on the white- 
washed wall in noiseless races up and down, dreamy, 
slumbrous, and gigantic ; the widow's dock ticking on 
the wall, always cheerftil when others were cheerful, 
and always sad when others were sad, thorough time« 
server ; these completed the cottage scene on the winter's 
night. 

Henry sat by his mother's side on a three-legged stool, 

and the glow from the hot embers shone up ruddily 

' and cheerfully in his warm soft face ; his hand lay upon his 

mother's knee, while he was looking up into Walter's 

fece and said, " That Patrick is a rum'un." 

" For shame, Henry," said his mother, "I hope you'll 
forgave him, sir ; he takes upon him — ^his ignorance like." 

" Oh, never mind," said Walter, " Henry and I are 
quite used to one another. What new feats has the 
Irishman been performing in the last few days ?" 

" Oh, he's been persecuting poor little Jony again,'* 
said Henry ; " he overtook him in the lane the other 
night as he was walking home with me, and tried to make 
him say Miss Spriggs is a griffin, but he wouldn't; 
and then Patrick said that he'd hang Jony up at the 
mast-head, as Lord Nelson did at the battle of Trafalgar, 
and he was going to do it too, only Jony howled," 

" Where did he find a mast<head in the lane ?" said 
Walter, smiling. 

** Oh ! he was going to tie him up to the top of the 
sign-post, only Jony set off a running as hard as he 
could go, with all his mother's eggs rattling out of the 
basket, shouting like ten Frenchmen." 



• ^' Did you eyer hear ten iFrendhmen shontiiig P" said 
Walter. 

" No, sir, but Patrick has ; for he has seen lots of 
JFrenchmen." 

" Well, Patrick is a great authority, no doubt," said 
Walter 5 " but 'what became of poor Jonah ?" 

^* Oh ! his mother came out of the ^rden to meet him 
irith both her airms out, and Patrick said she looked for all 
the world like the grand Turk at the battle of the Nile."^ 
» The widow was highly amused, though half alarmed, 
lest Henry's easy manner might offend the schoolmaster* 

" I really must stop this persecution of poor Jonah," 
said Walter ; 'Ithe poor boy will be driyen mad by that 
Irish fellow." 

" His mother is yery much yezed about it," said the 
widow, ** though you must not say it was I that said it." 
, " I'm sorry to hear you say so," said Walter, by no 
means willing to lose so promising a pupil as Jonah ; 
** did you hear her say so ?" 

"Oh no I" said the widow; "I neyer go into any 
neighbour's cottage ; IVe nothing to do with them, not 
they with me ; I neyer interfere with their concerns, and 
i hope they won't with mine," said the widow, getting 
as much excited as if she. had been brought in guilty 
of murder by the grand jury ; though Walter could not 
Goncexye where the crime was of one human being cross- 
ing the threshold of another ; but it was time for Henry 
to go to bed, and wishing Walter good night, he left the 
idboolmaster and his mother sitting before the fire. 

"Ton don't know, sir," said the Widow sadhr,, "how 
my b^ loyes you; you'ye done more for that child 
than I could repay if I had thousands; he's always 
talking of you, or something that you haye said or done ; 
and I do belieye you might bend him like a willow- 
stick. The poor boy was out of temper with me for 
a. moment, and I only said what you would say if you 
knew it, and how surprised you'd be, and the child took 
on so, you can't thiiik ; he oardly looked up or ate any« 
thing the whole of the rest of the day." 

The tears ahnost started to Walter's eye at this simple 
narration i was it then possible that, after all.hi8 despon- 
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deneyahd conBcious uselessnesB, he hud been able to affect 
one child's whole soul and life by his word and influence f 

" I should like to take you up stairs into the room^ 
if Henry's asleep, to show you some of the things he has 
put about his bed, which you gave him." 

"I gave him?" said Walter; "I didn't know I had 
given him anything !" 

" O yes you have, sir," said the widow, rising and 
going softly towards the door. 

. Walter followed and they entered a little lean-to room ; 
Henr^ lay on a little stump bed in a comer iast asleep ; 
a chair on which his ^clothes were lying stood by his 
piUow ; a piece of old drugget lay on the floor by his 
side, and this, with a box for his clothes in the other 
part of the rodm, completed his farnitilre. Henry lay 
with his cheek upon his hand fast asleep, his lips wers 
open and showed his white teeth ; his other cheek was 
highly flushed, and his hair fell disordered on the pillow i 
his mended night-gown lay open on his bosom and 
showed the quiet breathings of the widow's child ; a qiiilt 
of diamond patchwork made by the widow in better 
days covered the bed ; on the chair lay a Prayer-book^ 
open at the sixty-third Psalm : " O Gon, Thou art mjr 
God ; early will 1 seek Thee." Three little papers with 
verses of the Bible printed on them were stuck by pins 
into the whitewash, and a small torn print of our Blessed 
SxTiouB blessing little children was fastened up over his 
bed-head. 

"You gave him all those," said the vddow— "the 
Prayer-book and the papers." 

"I did P" said Walter ; " I had almost forgotten it- 
ch yes, I remember— it was an old Prayer-book he found 
in a drawer which I gave him." 

" Yes, sir ; and you told him always to read the sixty- 
third Psalm on an evening before he went to sleep." 

" Did I really ?" said Walter, " weU, I had forgotten it.** 

"O yes, sir," said the widow, "and he never forgot 
it ; that child wouldn't go to sleep vnthout doing just 
what you told him for all the world," said the widow. 

Henry sighed heavily in his sleep, and turned round. 

Walter looked steadily at ^he child for a minute. 
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Gould it really be then that he waa of use in time and 
eternity to one living being ? what a motive for work and 
energy I what an encouragement 1 

Yes, of course, young s^oolmaster: why did you 
doubt it P Just because you do not succeed in every- 
thing you want, you fancy you succeed in nothing. Do 
learn to be moderate in your expectations and all will be 
happy. Sow the seed, and leave the harvest to God ; 
and go home, "Walter, and sleep to-night with the blessed 
leflection that *' he that giveth to one of these little ones 
even a cup of cold water in the name of a disciple shall 
not lose his reward." 



CHAPTEE XII. 

THE nrVESTIOATIOK. 

Fiffw things show the presence of God and the reality 
of religion more, than the way in which one event pre- 
pares us for the next. To the especial objects of His 
fatherly care and love Gon ever paves the way for the 
coming circumstance of weal or woe by laying down the 
very stone for us to tread upon which shall echo befoi^ 
hand the note of the tune of coming circumstances : if a 
great trial of our constancy is at hand we are led to it by 
some scenes which tend to moderate and calm the cha- 
racter ; the saying is true, " Coming events cast their 
shadows before them." 

When Walter returned home that night he found a 
letter lying on his table : it was from Sir Stafford Grindle. 
He read it by the pale, flickering light of his little fire. 
He rmd it twice through before he could understand or 
believe its contents, which were as follows : — 

" SiB,— I think it my duty, as one of the trustees over 
the school in which you have been placed, to let you 
know of a duurge of brutal cruelty, in the shape of cor- 
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poral Tmmsbmeiit, inhunanly and violentiiygiyeii toabo^ 
luunea Ai^hony Bird ; imd tbat^ in consequence of thi» 
charge, the trustees intend investigating the truth of it 
at a Ineeting to be held fcnr the express purpose at the 
schoolroom, at twelve o'clock to-morroWy at which you 
are requested to attend ; I rranain, 

^' Your obedient servant, 

'' QtBJlStDtJi SlAlPFOBn GbSBTDIiE.'' 

The letter dropped from Walter's hand under the 
grate. " Charge of inhuman cruelty — Anthony Bird — ^in- 
tend an investigation !" — what could it moan r He stood 
staring vacantly at the flickering flame, as if it could 
advise him in his perplexity ; but the flame having ut- 
tered some inarticulate sound gave a sudden leap and 
disappeared, and left Walter to red embers and shadows. 
His dd friend, the kettle, was silent, for it had no water 
in it : what should he do ? It wajB a gross, horrible libel, 
worked up against him by his enemies in the village : 
Anthony Bird — he hadn't, touched the boy, hadn't touched 
him! Oh, yes, you had, Walter; you flogged him last 
Wednesday* I forgot it; but I only gave him a few 
stripes with the cane — nothing to justify a charge like 
this. His first impulse was to fly to Ellen, and pour his 
whole tale of sorrow into her bosom. There was a home 
imd a point of sympathy, the apex of his triangle, the 
centre of his circle ; but he imagined Ellen laughing at 
him for being so weak as to run away. He felt vexed and 
piqued at the very idea, and said out loud, forgetting he 
was. alcme, ** No, JSUen, no ; you didn't understand me ; 
you don't in the least understand my disposition.'' He 
then thought of flying to Mr. Mordaunt : it was then 
)ate, and he knew Mr. Mordaunt went to bed early ; so 
that wouldn't do. So at last he was determined on the 
only course ; to throw himself on his knees, and pray to 
Gtoj) for ^dance and comfort. He then went to bed, 
and fell asleep. 

He woke, and started up early, and repaired at eight 
o'clock to the vicarage. He \^as ushered into Mr. Mor- 
daunt's study, where he was breakfasting alone* A large 
book lay open o^ the table JMo^ him^ froin;.whi<?h n^ 
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Beemed to be ever and anon reading. The breakfast was 
laid with simplicity and neatness, and consisted of his 
usual frugal repast. 

"Oh, sir," said Walter, in the utmost distress, as he 
entered the room, "do read that. Did you ever read 
anything like it P" as he threw the letter down by Mr. 
Mordaunt's side. 

Mr. Mordaunt read it through twice with evident ex- 
pressions of surprise on his fiu3e> 

" Well, my young friend," said he, stretching out his 
hand to Walter, " we must see into this directly for you. 
There is some foul work here. Cheer up ; it will all be 
right if we trust to Qod." 

Ohl the inexpressible comfort those words were to 
Walter ; to have a friend to fly to in the hour of need and 
difficulty, and to have that friend full of the kind good 
will to help — ^what a blessing ! 

Mr. Mordaunt immediately put on his hat, and repaired 
to the house of Sir Stafford &rindlev He was determined, 
at all risks, to put Walter right. He felt certain there 
was foul play somewhere, and Walter justly and truly 
felt that he had got in Mr. Mordaunt a true and most 
valuable friend. 

When Mr. Mordaunt arrived, he found, despite the early 
hour, that a number of persons had already arrived at 
Sir Stafford's. He was immediately ushered into the ba- 
ronet's study, and was met at the door by Lady Olivia, 
who in her softest and most winning manner approached 
the Vicar. 

** Oh, Mr. Mordaunt, is not this sad ? this unexpected 
dovmfall — this unlooked for failure. If ever there was a 
yoimg man of whom I hoped the best, it was your young 
Mr. Layton." 

" But, my good madam, pray do let me hear on what 
evidence this charge rests,'*^ said Mr. Mordaunt ; " for I 
assure you I cannot believe that the rumours I have heard 
have the least foundation in them." 

"Oh, Mr. Mordaunt!" cried Lady Olivia, "you cler- 
gymen always have your favourites. Oh, Mr. Mordaunt ! 
you won't believe that schoolmaster can do wrong. Your 
good nature is imposed upon. He's a deep, deep villain." ' 

I 



''•Well, Mjp. MordaunV said Sir Siiaffisrd, coming up/ 
''tbiB.is a Bad buoiAesa; the ladies, are all wild. They 
gave me no rest till I called a meeting of the trastees, 
and here they all are^ I do not now see my way very 
(flearly, for the chief endenoe seems to rest in the states, 
pe^ts of a paired of women* I wish you would bring 
your clear head to bear on the point." 

" Qladly," said Mr. Mordaunt; *' I wonld do anything 
to serve my excellent young friend the schoidmaster." 

^ Oh 1" cried Mijss Spriggs, *' shoclpng!" with an hys- 
Ijerical gasp which made the clergyman start. 

'' But let UQ hftve fair play,!' said he ; '' and now for the 
charge." 

" WeU, here's Anthony Bird, a boy in the school, who is 
di^abl^d, and appeacs to hare been beaten nnmeroifidly 
Iff the schoolmaster* The chief evidence* isests on a Mrs. 
Starkie, the mother of a boy named Bobert, wfao^ I hear^ 
ija a knowing fl^ow^^a clean and respectable woman." 
Ifixn Mordannt quailed ab the mention of the latter name. 

" Mrs. Starkie, come forward," said Sir Staffcod. 

On thisi i^equcist^ Bobert'a mother^ dressed in her best 
^ith a clean, white apcon and a long green shawl, hanging 
to her heels, and a neat black silk bonnetj-ir-the very pat^ 
tern, in point of appearance, of what a small village shop- 
l^e^per should be» came forward, and stated, Siat h^ 
boy Bobert had been witness of the violent proceeding 
i^Ue^ed against the schocdmasteiv and also bore witness to. 
haying long noticed a. private spite between Idie. master 
and the boy ; and that on the day in question Bobert. had 
Tfm home, rather exmtedly, desciibmg what had hap- 
pened, e^cpi^esaing a hx^e that he might soon leave the^ 
school* Mrs. Sti^e deK^lared that, having been prepared 
by this statement of her son, she was called, into Mm. 
bird's cottage about half an. hour after^ to wiiEneBflL the 
condition of the boy's back. 

Mrs. Bird came forward and- corroborated iiiesB' atei»» 
ments. Mr. Mordaunt listened attentively to the wholes 
charge ; and at that moment a riJQg sounding at the bell, 
Walter was announced. He entered the room, the uni- 
versal object of attention ; his manner was calm, thouch 
hi^.lips. qwered aUgh%. He looked xiound and caught. 
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Mr. Mordaimt's eye, kind; intellige&t, taai enoouraginfi;, 
and he felt comforted. Miss Spriggs took out her smeU* 
ing-bottle, Miss Letitis Lepeazi looked at him steadily* 
through her eye-glass, and Lady Di£;by hurst out laugh- 
ing and made some remark in a lotid whisper to her next 
neighbour. 

In the midst of the silence, Sir Stafford opened the 
eharge. Walter w^l remembered the ocea^on ; he well 
remembered having flogged the boy, but said that he wa9 
oonfldent that the child was not in the least injured by 
what he had done. 

The child was brought forward, and the condition of 
his shoulders di^layed. Walter started, astonishedv 

" I never did that,*' said W^ter, with excited earnest- 
ness. 

*• Oh !** cried the voice of Miss Spriggs; with pro-^ 
longed emphasis* '*Ho covers deceit with lying," said 
Miss Lepean. 

The child was asked, and he stoutly affirmed, with the 
most resolute impudence^ that Walter had inflicted the: 
wounds. 

Itobert was now called foT^clean, tidy, sharp, acute, 
respectftil'. He stej^ped forward^ and met Walter's eye 
without wavering : his mother for him expressed her deep: 
regret,iind Bobert'e too, on having to confront his school*^ 
master ; but justice demanded it. He delivered his evi- 
dence with' the greatest clearness and precision, and lefb 
no doubt on any mind that the schoolmaster had trans- 
• grossed alike the rules of moderation and mercy. 

Walter sturted with agonized earnestness from his 
place. "That boy lies,** said he, "and I will not ba 
judged on his evidence." But he had nothing but his 
statement to lean upon. 

Eobert looked still more motionless and collected, as if 
he knew the power such weapons had to wound one of 
Walter's temperament. Mr. Mordaunt put in severaL 
questions, and tried in vain to invalidate the evidence. 
it was entire ; and he began to think that Walter had 
been tempted into an excess which he thought he had 
not been capable of. Walter's extreme indignation and 
great^ agitation in mannw were not in his favour, whild' 
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all Bobert's points told well in his. It was the moment 
of the boy's triumph, and "Walter was evidently rapidly 
sinking before the rising genius of the village. 

Mr. Mordaunt had retired disconsolate to his seat, anel 
Sir Stafford rose to pronounce the sentence of depo- 
sition on the unfortunate schoolmaster, when at that 
moment a loud voice was heard in extraordinary accents 
approaching the door : the well-known tones of the voice 
excited universal attention, and on many faces a smile. 

" Och, and none of your blarney, and I'll not care for 
Lady Livvy and the whole teem of them. My fayther 
was a Cork man, and my mither came from Belfast ; so 
that I've got in me the clivemess of all Ireland, and I'll 
not be hindered by none of ye." 

A struggle was evidently going on outside the door 
between the footmen who were trying to exclude the 
young Irishman, and his own indomitable determination, 
when another voice was added to the chorus. 

" Go it, my hinney ! Patrick, remember you're sprung 
from a Cork man. Here stands your mither, my darlin' ; 
bear through the scarlet breeches like a brig in full sail." 

"And mither, here I go then;" on which a crash 
at the door announced that the room was in a state of 
siege, and various expressions were depicted on differ- 
ent faces ; all eyes tiimed to the door, which swayed to 
and fro. 

" Bear up, my hinney," was the constant cry of the 
Spartan mother. 

" And sure enough, mither, it's all the world like the 
siege of Sallamanki. Mv fayther used to say, * Patrick, my 
boy, the day will come when you will outshine your gallant 
fayther,' and it's come ; so here goes for once more, and 
the Cork boy for ever:" aud with these words the door 
opened with a tremendous burst, and Patrick appeared 
in the presence of the astonished company, with the 
crown of his hat sticking on his head without a rim, 
and a long black tail-coat which hung literally down 
to his heels, with one tail cut off; a pair of scarlet trow- 
sers which had been his father's, with so many gaps in 
them as would have tempted the knife of the surgeon at 
the exposure of so much skin and . muscle ; these inex- 
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•pressibles being tied up to the button of bis coat witb 
pack-thread of the thickest description, a large yellow 
handkerchief hanging loosely round his shirt collar com- 
pleted his apparel. A mob followed, consisting of foot- 
men, maid-servants, the mother, two other boys, the 
groom, and coachman ; the look of astonishment that had 
pervaded the room gave way to a burst of irrepressible 
laughter. 

Nothing daunted by the surrounding and varied group, 
by dint of elbowing and pushing, Patrick's mother made 
her way into the front rank ; she thrust her wrists into 
her two sides, and with her elbows stuck out, she 
took a survey of the assembly, all the time keeping up 
the most droll interchange of curtseys, nods, and winks, 
which she gave to various persons which she saw in the 
group before her. Her iron-grey hair, which had escaped 
from the apology of a cap she wore, streamed round 
her head, her di^ss was patched from top to bottom, her 
neck was partially bare ; she presently showed signs of 
recognition of a person who more than others had at- 
tracted her attention ; it was Mrs. Starkie. 

" Eh, my hinney ! my darlin', and is it you ? If ever 
there was a bad offspring from a bad parent, that'll be 
you, Mrs. Starkie ; and haven't ye brought up your boy 
to tell lies as thick as ye'd sow murphies in the fiel^ 
round the castle of Blarney ? but your son's career's 
come to an end, and Patrick will expose him before all 
the company." 

This challenge was beyond even Mrs. Starkie's self- 
command ; she started forward and accosted Sir Stafford ; 
** I hope, gentlemen, you will protect me from the insults 
of this scurrilous Irishwoman." 

" Eh, my darlin'," said Patrick's maternity, while she 
kept her hands firmly on her hips, as leaning the upper 
part of her body forward, and winking her eye with 
the most ludicrous smile of recognition, she gave a nod 
and a jerk with her head, which sent half the room into 
a peal of laughter. " And who's the scurrilous woman, 
thin, eh, Mrs. Starkie ?" 

After a considerable difficulty the whole tumult was 
appeased, and the long and short of the matter turned 
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•oat to be, that Patrick had, with his peculiar and charao- 
teriatic shrewdnesa, discovered the plot that waa laid 
iijgainst Walter, and full of his Irish devotion, had deter- 
mined to aave the man whom he both respected and 
loved. 

It had happened he himself, ensconced in the shrubbeiy 
at Ladj Olivia's on the memorable evening of the t€» 
party, with two other youths, who lived some miles away, 
and had come to see the fun« overheard a conversation 
between Bobert and two or three other boys, who formed 
his immediate party in the school, in which they had 
plotted a scheme for the overthrow of Walter. Anthony 
J3ird was to be the victim ; be put up to taking tlie cake, 
and the trinket was clandestinelv placed on him : if he 
were punished, it was determined that they would catch 
fhe unfortunate child and inflict a series of wounds on his 
back, for the purpose of persuading the people that Walter 
had done it. Anthcmy was half daft, and there was no 
difficultv in making him consent to hold his tongue. The 
&ct of the schodmaster having punished him^ would make 
it difficult for him to establish his own entire innocence of 
the matter. 

The scheme was a clever one, and worthy of the Dick- 
aonian disciple ; but Patrick was more than a match for 
Eobert ; and having overheard the scheme, and hating 
Siobert with as firm a hatred as he loved Walter, he, on 
the first intimation of the gathering of ladies at Mrs. 
Bird's, disappeared from his mother's cottage in quest of 
the two companioBS who had overheard Ilobert's trick. 
He had not uttered a word to his mother of his inteur 
tion, and she, ^oor soul, sat up waiting for her son, till 
long past midmght, on the night of his departure. The 
two dusty-coloured hens, her constant companions, croaked 
and cackled themselves to sleep on each side of her, as 
she sat on her basket in front or the doorway. 

'^Och, and can't ye be quiet, then, Misthress Blarney P'* 
and she gave the right hand hen a blow on the head 
with the back of her hand. The hen, who had been 
sleeping on one leg, jumped about five inches from her 
mistress, and the good lady again leaning her chin be- 
tween her two imda, resumed the Irish dirge she ha4 
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been htimmixig, as (die iwung licfrfiidf backwiii*dfi ftfid for* 
wards to the tune. ^' And ye'H be afber the fiame gasne, 
Mist^ress Eollamie," said she, turning sharply round to 
the other faen, who was trouUed either with a fit of indi- 
gestion, or a dream of a brood of last ftpring*« ducklings 
o^r which ebe w«s jplaced as mother to her great dis- 
tresa ** Be quiet with ye, thin," said she, giving the 
hen t, kick in the ehest without etopping her up-and-> 
down movement to the tune she was humming. Mrs. 
KiUamie was as obedient as Mrs. !Kamey, a^d hop^>ed 
off a few inches froin het mifirtresa. 

The church dock had long struck twelve, and the poo^ 
lady had begun to be seriously uneasy about Patrick. 
'* Sure enough now, he's gone to join the sodgers, aa his 
fayther said he would before he was bom, and a fine 
Bodger he'll make, save that his poor mither will starve and 
rot while he's winning all the glory. Oh, Patrick, my 
boy ! and ye have never left y^ <3d mither to die amongst 
strangers r" Half with genuine anxiety, and half with 
the intense Irish love of ^zpressing feeling, the good 
lady fairly cried, and* leaving Mrs. Blarnev and KiUamie 
to take care of the house and fumil^re-, mdch. liatter con- 
sisted of two stools, a bed all in pieces <m the grouild, ik 
large tin kettle^ and a heap of potaltoes, fefae set off in 
search of her son. 

She tmvelled fiir befot^e she met him^ but at length 
heard his wdl known voice in the kuie, calling to the 
witnesselft wh^m he had succeeded in. getting. The re- 
mainder of the liight wtti sn^it in " reding " imd sleep, 
in which Mrs. Bl^ey and Sjllamie took ample share. 
The next morning tllev repaired to the scene bf action, 
and the occurrencid took place which we hate described. 

The evidence iof the wild Irish boy tod his companions^ 
was conduBire : his kindling etunestness, as he went on, 
his beaming inteiiigence, and extreme kindhairtedn^s fot 
Walter, won every one's heart. 

'<Och and I said I'd do it, ^dnt I jidtP eh, tod 
before I'd let the goode mto be jist hurt like by that 
amooth-&eed, slime-tongued Bobert ! and ain^t I jist glad 
I've redamed him, and saved him ftom ruin !" 

But there was no need for Patrick's earnest statemeiiti 
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the whole bodj present were clear in their judgment* 
Walter was right ; he had been shamefully treated, and 
that by a miserable host of interfering ladies in the yiUage. 

Where do they not interfere in parochial matters ? 

Bobert had nothing to say; he slunk away con- 
fused and overwhelmed: eyen his tongue, ready at all 
times, failed him now. Mrs. Starkie retreated with her 
retreating son. Mr. Mordaunt came forward^ and shook 
Walter heartily by the hand. " It's all right," said he — 
all right ; I told you it would be, if you trusted in God." 
Walter could only press Mr. Mordaunt's hand in return 
with gratitude. 



CHAPTEE XIII. 

THE mSW BOY. 

TiiCE passed on. Walter had triumphed ; Eobert was 
gone from school, and lefb the schoolmaster supreme; 
every day he gained confidence, and he found Mr. Mor- 
daunt more and more his true friend. What had ap- 
peared his want of heart had quite vanished, and he re- 
paired to him in every difficulty. The boys too had 
begun to like Walter and feel confidence in him ; they 
were persuaded of his reality ; he meant what he said 
and seemed in earnest. His first class now really pre- 
sented a very admirable appearance ; intelligent and re- 
spectfiil, they were weU up with all the necessary require- 
ments for bo^s; he had worked them well in writing, 
and that not simply by copies, but by making them write 
their own thoughts to him, and verses from the Sible, of 
which they wrote one daily, and a paper relating to the 
ecclesiastical season ; they kept the little strips of paper 
on which they wrote them, and fastened them on the wall 
by their bed ; they said the verses each morning after 
the school prayers, and thereby laid up a store of Scrip- 
ture knowledge : this plan also taught them to write 
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more freelj than by copies, and helped also towards 
speUing and grammar. 

The head dass had twenty boys : Henry was in it, and 
Patrick, Jonah too had worked his way up into it ; a boy 
named Giles Newton was head of the school — a quiet, 
shy boy, who had taken Bobert's place b^ diligence and 
knowledge, and well maintained nis position.- Walter 
began to feel true interest in the school boys, and many 
of the first dass now spent part of their evenings with 
him, and Walter took them on Sunday afternoons to walk 
with him. 

" We love it so," said Henry,, hugging Walter's hand ; 
" we love it so ; we always talk of it in the week ; mayn't 
I have your hand, sir, next Sunday ?" 

"Yes, Henry, if you like." 

" I so like that story you tell on Sunday under the 
great oak tree in the lane ; I shan't ever forget it ; I wish 
mother could hear it ; is it true P 1 always tell mother 
all of it on Sunday nights ; I think of it in the week 
often." 

Walter was so pleased ; he had kept up a story &om 
week to week, and the boys had felt deeply interested in 
it : it was a school story, very simple, and simply narrated 
from common school inddents. 



Walter was sitting at breakfast still; the sun shone 
brightly through his window, it was August ; he was 
reading Walton's lives; a letter from Ellen lay open 
on the table ; a tap came at the door, the latch drew up 
and Henry looked m, hot, soft, and smiling, and a bimch 
of carnations in his button hole. 

" Time, sir," said he. 

" Is it ?" said Walter starting up. 

"Yes, sir." 

And Walter and Henrv were soon on their way to the 
school ; the boys had gatnered in the yard outside before 
the arrival of the schoolmaster ; the door opened, and all 
entered. , 

Without knowing it he had done the work of a disdpli- 
narian in a great . degree ; he had begun with strong 
desires for elevating the natures of the boys ; although 
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vbriohiMs i£ad c^^ hud sooieirbat broken up since Mn 
Dickson's retirement, Walter had got l^e dovb to aet 
witii 0uch respect and teg&rd for him as to maRO np for 
levere roles. This mortntig the school wbb in good order ; 
it tVBB a fine day^ no wet pinckths to dry, no fire to 
erowd round, no mud on the floer; fine weather is an 
aid to or^ in a sdioel ; there had been no paarticular 
holidars lately. An extra holiday or two in It school is like 
a crack across a pane of glass ; it lacks firmness and sta* 
bility for a lime after: the room was full, the first class at 
the end of it. 

All w^« in tiieir places. Walter looked round the room» 
% mew figure met his eye ; a boy sat at the end of the first 
class form. His eye was black and intelligent, he wore A 
hoUand pincloth, bound by a black belt, and a frill ; he was 
Tery •clean and tidy. He looked as if he expected to sur- 
prise the two boys on either side of him, who were looking 
vaeaatly at him ; one of t&em, a fat, round fellow, named 
Daniel Hartey, sut with his hands on hia knees looking 
straight up into the boy's face, and then at Wdter's. 
He pulled a waq) off the boy^s ear, and pinched it and 
said, " Here's a wasp crawling up yer : did your mothw 
make that frill f " and he gazed wondering^y at him again. 

Walter's eye looked as if he was going to say, " Who 
is that ?" when Daniel sprung up : " New boy, sir, Amos 
TeraVy 6ays his father's come to work at the works." 

" Hush, Daniel. Who are you, ray boy f " 

The boy stood straight up, without blading any part, 
and looked full at Walter, as William Tdl might have 
looked at the i^ple on his son's head, and aaid, *' Here'a 
a note from mother, sir. Father's come to work at the 
works." 

"How long P" 

*' Don't know, sir." 

**HowoldareyouP'' 

*' In my thirteen." 

" Where did you come from P" 

" Buckinghamshire." 

A few more questicms showed that he could read and 
write, and sum : he sat down, and looked round the daas, 
with a look which meant, ** How I will beat you aUl'^ 
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The elasB looked at the new fooy with wonder ttnd awe ; 
lips drooped down, and eyes were fixed in a steady gaze. 
He reaa exoellentlj, clearly, and distinctly, spelt coi^ 
jectly; dacihed off a long division sum as soon as yott 
would a draught of Bass's ale on an August da^ after 
ericket ; wrote copies after the most copperplate fashion, 
with his fingers oent up like dromedary's humps, and 
the strokes tiiick and thm ju9t where they should be. 

The first dass and Walter stood astonished and per- 
plexed. Walter stood thoughtfully, and said to himself^ 
^ Is it true thal^ aft^ I have been working for months 
so hard, placing myself in close personal contact with the 
boys, throwing myself into the work, and undoing the 
bad, mechani^ ^ect of Mr. Dickson, that I cannot 
succeed in preventing the first new boy who comes out- 
doing them all in briskness, intelligent knowledge, ap- 
pearance, everything! Where is the secret? Is aU 
reality useless, and unreality the only thing wMch will 
succeed ?" Walter, do you not remember Bobert when 
you first came? Your woriL is nothing to tbat — nothing. 
How is it you have not found that out ? You have none 
of those dever, keen, sharp outlines ; ncme of those bright, 
unmistakeable colours, which so marked the old schokrs-^ 
none ; your work is all indefinite. 

" Well, what is to be done ?" said Walter to himself. 
"I will try my boys by themselves, and see if they are 
not up to the same work as the new boy. I am sure they 
4U*e, if I take them alone ; to-morrow, I will." 

The rest of the day waa one continued perplexity; 
the knowledge of the new boy was astonishing; his 
grammar was technical and sound. Walter had ex*- 
plained the principles of the grammar to his boys^ but 
they appeared silly by the side of the new pupil. He 
knew latitudes and longitudes, advanced rules m aritb- 
xneticy and could carry a flourish with his p^i commletely 
round the whole word from the last letter without 4 
single fatter, and made it look like a doeen eggs in a nest. 

£i vain poor Walter, through the Uvelongoay, puzzled 
himself with the anxious question. For months and 
months he had been workmg with those twenty boys 
^witb BSL ^nergy which he felt sure had been more than 
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usually devoted. He knew they would stand a satisfte- 
tory examination in any part of knowledge which came 
within his range ; he felt sure their powers of reflection 
and reality were singular, and yet this one new bQy, in 
the course of one day, had beaten them in everything. 

The class read. Qiles read in a faint monotone, keeping 
his teeth closely clenched, like an Indian dervish reciting 
his prayers. Henry read in afragmentary , slovenly manner, 
dropped his book twice, and dog's-eared it in every place ; 
Jonah read in a high squeak, painful to the ear, and 
never changed a single note of his voice; David Bugby 
read in a strange, broken tone, inserting hyphens between 
each word, which sounded like err; Timothy Hudson read 
as if he was spelling each word, like a young lady sajring 
one, two, three, four, as she is playing; Jesse Hicks 
minded none of his stops. "Walter was in an agony ; he 
never had been before- conscious of the faults of his boys' 
reading. The new boy read; his voice came in clear, 
distinct, metallic tones fvHil of variation and sound ; he 
minded every stop. Every one understood him. Walter 
in vain tried to detect a flaw : there was none. 

Strange ! and yet this new boy had been brought up 
on the old flogging system in a school in Buckingham- 
shire. "When he had done, he peered over the top of his 
book, first at Walter and then at his class, with an eye 
ftdl of self-complacency. Walter went to his spelling ; 
in vain : he spelt through the whole card which began 
with Aurungezebe and ended with Zelophehad, and Zelo- 
phehad is the ultima Thule of spelling : there is nothing 
beyond it except Constantinopolitan, which very few boys 
at a school stay long enough to spell. The boys stared 
in wonder. 

** Spell eight, Henry," said Walter, in coniusion, letting 
his eye fall on the number eight painted on the wall. 

" A-t-e," said Henry, himself off his guard with wonder, 
looking at the new boy. 

"No, no, the number eight, I mean," said Walter, 
angrily. 

Henry shut up his mouth ; he was frightened. Walter 
tried geography ; he knew his boys were strong on that. 
•They answered three questions s^ely, but on the fourth 
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they all stuck to it that Astracan was in Turkey : the 
new boy put in directly, " Astracan, on the Caspian, at 
the mouth of the Volga, contains live thousand . inha- 
bitants, famous for its exportation of grain, which it sends 
to all parts of the continent." 

Hopeless ! he tried grammar — worse and worse. Fiye, 
of his boys stuck to it that a material substance was an 
adjective ; the new boy went through the parts of speech 
without a ruffle on his countenance. 

Mental arithmetic was worse and worse ; * the new 
boy reckoned up three billions in the course of three 
seconds: the others thought a few minutes, and then 
burst out laughing;. 

Walter coidd do nothing all the rest of that day ; he 
was dejected. He was that eveniu^ to drink tea with 
Mr. Mordaunt : he determined to tell him all his trouble. 
He arrived full early. Mr. Mordaunt was standing before 
a large open quarto. 

*' It's all a failure, all a fisulure ; my boys are good for 
nothing!" said Walter. 

" What's the matter now?" said Mr. Mordaunt, as he 
turned over the book, and went oh copying a passage 
of S. Augustine. 

" A new boy has come from a school at Sideham, in 
Buckinghamshire; he can do everything. My boys can 
do notlung, sir, nothing, after months of work and teach- 
ing. Am I not right in my system afber all ?" 

"Your what?" said Mr. Mordaunt. "Do you take 
sugar in your tea ?" 

" No, thank you," said Walter, looking at the wall. 

There was a pause for a minute, in which Walter looked 
sullenly out of window, and Mr. Mordaunt vacantly at 
the book-case. 

" You said you had got a new boy," said Mr. Mor- 
daunt ; " that is very satisfactory — ^the school should be 
getting on." 

" Not so to me," said Walter. 

" I beg your pardon," said Mr. Mordaunt ; " I didn't 
quite catch what you said about the new boy. I think 
you said you liked him very much ?" 

Walter told his story again^ ending with the words,. 
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''After all, have I net been. light in the line I hare pnr-f 
sued?" 

" Quite," said Mr. Mordaunt, ''but you are not perfect* 
Tour i^stem has wonderfullj brought out the dbaractera 
of the boys ; but they lack accuraey, and jon muat work 
hard at that." . 

Poor Walter I 

" But what of the new boy i he wfll destroy every- 
thing." 

'^ Never mind him," said Mr. Mordaunt ; " he will fall 
into his place in a week, and you will 8oon1>e surprised: 
to see. how small his. powers are ; but the question ia^ 
What are the defects of your system ?" 

" What do you mean by accuracy P' said Walter. 

" I mean the boys thoroughly knowing eveijtiiing tbey^ 
do," replied Mr. Mordaunt. 

" Do you mean my boys do not know tiieir work aeeu^- 
rately and thoroughly P" said Walter,, looking up wi^ an. 
incredulous, aii^ and a smile somethings betwcien yexatioK 
and a joke. 

" Well, I suppose not," said Mr;. Moanlaunt^ ** in is not 
your line." 

" Well, then, you mean I have dona noi^ng," aaid 
Walter, looking profbundly disappaintad ; "and that all 
my labour has been in yaia ?" 

"By no means," said Mr. Mordaunt; "I meant. no> 
such thing ; you have done a real work with; 1iioB9. boys^. 
8. most real work :. you have taught, them to. think about 
what they do learn ; you have brought out theira&ctifmft. 
by giving them an object; you have mada the aulqect- 
matters of life and education interestios to tibem; and 

Chave convinced them that they are bound. Igr afcronf: 
ds and ties to other human beings, for sympatiiy and. 
a^Bsctions and point in life f you dbyq prevented tiiem 
from being mere machines, and it ia that: winch: gnres: 
them the intelligence of eye and the frankness, and fise^ 
dom of manner they possess ; but much mom nmst be 
done, and you have now to pull the reins in another 
direction. There is no use in a steam-engine withouti 
steam, and there is no use in steam without an engine^ 
Uow yon have got your- steam up. in. full, but your 



TBS mw iaY4 I2[l 

engine is not made in the beat fteiiioh.. Cut*aiid*dried 
nu^es of knowledge are &r more ready capital for a b<^ 
to use than the &e/p oultiyation of ms nujid ia ; there- 
fore the new boy brought up on the accurate baowle^ 
system is sure to produce mcwe aifc first than your own 
pupils, but in. a snort time he may be lefir behind l^ 
their greater intelligence and more eduoed chftracters. 
Few things, Walter, are more mistaken than education 
has been. Education is what the term expresses^ ther 
bringing out. all the powers of the human being, and pxe* 
paring Si^n, like the soil, to reoeiye the seed of Diidnet 
and humaa knowledge. The real and great work ia. tho^ 
bringing out all the elements of that soil into a high; 
state of preparation. Then every circumstance of iSe^ 
falls like a seed into the well-conditioned ground,. ancL 
brings forth a hundredfold.. The soil of the humaik 
mind consists of the elementad7 parts of intellect, imagi-* 
nation, feelings, passion, memory. The true province. o£ 
the educator, is to cultivate- all these; whereas, the 
term educa^on has been popularly used, simply to ex- 
press ihe application of tiia subject^mafeter- of some par-^ 
tieulaB branch of knowledge, to some one qf th^se t. or 
the cultivatiim of one of these at the expense of the » 
others, that is, the seed baa been thought of to the excluT> 
sion of the soil : a giseat mistake indeed ! Nevertheless,, 
the soil, without the seed, simply tiirows up a. luxuriant* 
crop of weeds» Now, your wock bii^^rto nas been all 
soil work, and our fiiend Mx. Dickon's all seed work ; 
you r's makes least show now; nevertheless^ be wise, 
waiter, sow yonr well-prepared soU, with good stuff, 
accurate arithmetic^ sound grammar, clear enunciation^ 
easy writing, sound knowledge. o£ geography and the, 
dates oi histoir, and you will do your work. 

"All that IB v^ry true," said Walter;: "very;, but 
nevertheless I cannot understand hew the new: boy cut: 
out all Tninft in a moment." 

" I can tell you in a moment," said Mr. Mordaunt ; '* ly 
oointinuing the sazpe analogy : throw seed on an ill^pre- 
pared soil and force its growth, it will spring up quickly 
enough, and as quiokly with^ away, long before the more 
prudent husbandman has even got ready hisL aoil;. bui 
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who will prosper in tbe end P Now go and study that 
analogy, and I think you will find reason in taking comfort 
and working harder at the accurate line of things." 

" Thank you, much," said Walter, " very much ; you 
have taught me great lessons. I see and feel their truth 
and power now ; I wish you were always by my side, and 
oftener in the school." 

" By no means," said Mr. Mordaunt, " my dear young 
friend; nothing would be worse both for you and mew 
The very best relation we could stand in towards each 
other is the one we now occupy. Always come to me 
whenever you want me^ and you will find me ready to 
advise in any point. The school is not mine, I wish it 
were ; if so, I should work on a model of my own, on a 
simple application of the Church system. It is in the 
hands of trustees, and I can serve it scarcely more effec- 
tually in any other way than in doing what I have done 
this evening, that is in advising you." 

Walter returned home, and the next morning came 
to school with renewed life and energy. There sat the 
new boy, beaming with intelligence, and still the idol of 
, the admiring first class ; but Walter had learnt a lesson 
in life, and he was able to master both his indignation 
and his disappointment, and he determined to see to the 
end, as Mr. Mordaunt had advised him. 

A little incident occurred in the course of the day, 
which brought back the words of the clerg;yman forcibly 
to his mind. He had gone out at dinner-tune to walk by 
himself down a field-path, of which he was very fond. 
As he strolled along under a high hedge, three of the 
boys were coming towards him. He at once recognised 
the new boy as one of them. The new bojr stared, 
bowed, touched his cap, looked grave, and wmked his 
lefb eye: the other two laughed, ahd came up full of 
good-nature to Walter, touched no cap, and made no 

DOW. 

'' Look here, sir," said one of them ; ^* isn't this a rum 
thing that George has found ? Show it him, George," 
said he, taking hold of his companion by the arm, and 
pulling him towards Walter. > 
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The ** rum thing" was shown, and "Walter passed his 
comments upon it. He walked on, and looking back, saw 
his two old iriends standing in the path, and examining 
clos^j what Walter had explained to them : the new boy 
had his fingers stretched out in the direction of Walter; 
and the circumstance recalled to his mind Mr, Mordaunt's 
words. " Soil rather than seed for me," said Walter to 
himself. On his return, he was walking under the same 
hedge, and heard the voices of the same three from the 
other side. 

" Take it," said the voice of the new hoy : " no one will 
see it ; master won't know." 

" Oh no, we won't," said George Stapleton; " he told 
us not, and he's a good fellow ; we wouldn't any of ua 
deceive him anyhow." 

"You're a fool, that you are," said the new boy. 

And Walter walked on, and the nest and eggs were un- 
touched. "Soil again," said Walter; "Mr. Mordaunt 
was right : still they ought to have touched their caps, 
and they should have cdled me * Sir.' Well, I would a 
hundred times rather have the soil than the seed." 



CHAPTEE XIV. 



WALTEB S DAY. 



I. BtTT, for Walter's day's work. He reached school at 
nine, and had Henry and one other boy always with him. 
They arranged the room, as he directed. The cards, 
slates, and books were placed for each class on the forms, 
and a list of the names of the boys of the particular 
class hung on the wall near the class, for the sake of 
being able to see who were there, who not. All this 
took a quarter of an hour, and the room was then in 
perfect order. 

Walter was very methodical in a way; though in a 

K 
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way, not. H^ was fidgety and anxious, and that made 

liim particular ; and though, perhaps, it would be wrong 

to call l^m methodic^, it ended in his being so. At , 

half-past nine the boys arriired. He made them beein in | 

silence, and enter the room without speaking. He uways 

felt that to start calmly and attentirely was half the battle» 

and it only took him a week to get them into this habit. 

He had to use the cane a few times to enforce it, and the 

cane is sometimes a wonder^ fellow-labourer with the 

master when it is used to sharpen attention and carry 

iiome coiiyiction of the meaning of the master's words. 

The boys once assembled, took their places, and the 
names were called over by Walter. The bead boy stood 
«t the centre of each class, and kept his own list of those 
who were present and absent ; and when any boy was 
absent without a reason being sent by the parent, Walter 
flttit the head boy to inquire, or he himself went in the 
evening, which gave him an opportunity of knowing 
aometlung more of the people, ^eir habits and ways. 
The more he knew of their home ways, he felt, the better: * 
it taught him the real excuse or aggravation of a boy's 
faults. 

II. In connection with those names, I will just add 
that the names of all the boys who had ever been in the 
school were painted on the walls round the room, and the 
successive head bojs in one compartment by themselves ; 
so that that particular association which hangs round 
special names, came out with greater force. There is a 
wonderful connection with a name. 

There was only one Bobert Lee. He used always to 
be away on Monaay ; because he had to go and fetcu his 
grandfather's pension from the town, four miles off, which 
was payable every week ; and his absence from school on 
Mondays, and his slow figure dawdling and singing along 
the field-path, knocking off buttercup heads in May, 
pulling out seed-grass in June, catching crickets in July 
m the grass steaming under the sun just after rain, and 
catching *^ daddy-lon^-legs " and gossamers in Septemb^, 
had as much association as Blenheim with Maiiborough, 
or the high felt cap and metal image with Louis XI. 

And James Ballad. Who did not know himP-~the 
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boy whose fatlier died when he was a little lad ; fell off a 
haj-Btack and broke his ribs and his oollar-bone, lingered 
thirteen weeks, and died ; and James had only a mother 
who worked hard at washing three days in a week, and 
charring one ; and when James was old enough he was to 
go to an nncle, a baker, in Threadneedle Street. There 
was no other James Ballad, 

Joseph Burton. As Walter called over that name, 
what a perfect picture came over his mind : and if any 
one were to say " Joseph Burton** to him fifty years 
hence, only one being would be called up to his memory : 
always rigidly punctual at school ; always knew his lesson 
to a letter ; beautifully clean, the master never had to find 
fault with him through the whole day ; did sums in frac- 
tions, and flourished his letters all round the page with 
the utmost ease and grace ; knew all the parts of speech 
in grammar, and could parse any sentence; knew the 
latitudes and longitudes of all the principal towns in 
£urope, and all iSie islands in the world, and knew the 
exact populations of Japan, Khiva, Ac, down to the kst 
eeosns, and their produce ; would go through the kings 
of England in exactly one breath and a half, without 
diangmg a muscle, and read with the precision of the 
large pendulum of a clock, dearly and distinctly. Your 
feehng always was, what will Joseph Burton become ? 
Anything so remarkable as the development of his 
boyhood and youth would be felt in his age. Not in 
the least ; he made no impression whatever even in the 
hayfield, where he worked m after days : if you met him 
in the road, and asked him any question requiring the 
least inteli^ence, he could not answer it, he blundered 
and was civiL He was completely upset if you asked 
the simple result in figures which required the very 
slightest mental exertion ; he was completely out of his 
groove, he stared, was civil and silent. He had no weight 
whatever out of his own sphere ; pale and colourless, and 
so he will be all his life. 

Then there was Eichard Bowkidnapp ; those Bowkid- 
napps abounded in the village. Miss Spriggs said they 
came from the Danes in Nottinghamshire; every third 
house seemed to belong to a Bowkidnapp. 
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There waB another name which seemed to belong to 
this village, Skruch : the Skruches and Bowkidnapps used 
to sometimes intermarry. Bichard had iar^ black eyes 
and overhanging brows and used to sit listening vdth 
most profound attention, as if he was pouring his soul into 
yours, nothing would ch*aw him off, he always used to 
look as grave as a judge. If a wasp hummed round and 
round the pomaiaim in his hair, he never moved, if 
you were speaking. '* Such a mind !" said Miss Spriggs : 
" walking-mind ;" and yet if you ever met "walking-mind" 
in the lane, and asked the simplest question — "Well, 
Eichard, how is your mother to-day ? she was ill yester- 
day," — ^he would instantly fix his large black eyes upon 
you and begin to look as grave as a judge and say no- 
thing, and no answer could you get to the simplest ques- 
tion, he always used immediately to be absorbed in atten- 
tion. When he did talk, it was silly, trifling, and empty. 

John Skruch was all intelligence ; he read badly, wrote 
badly, could not do a sum, answered exactly by rote, if he 
ever made a right answer ; did not know ^ova Zembla 
from New Zealwid, would have told you Singapore was 
in Italy, was upset if you asked him a single question 
in detail ; and yet he beamed with intelligence. If you 
met that boy at his father's cottage his eye would brighten 
up, and he would talk to you on any Bubject you could 
suggest, and charmed you with his versatility, civility, 
and good nature. 

A&ed Smith ! who did not know him with his brown 
pin-cloth, and black belt ? who always carried his sister's 
dinner in the basket, and used to be seen dragging her by 
the hand throueh ditch and puddle, talking to every other 
boy he met and heedless of his infant cli^ge, yet never 
relaxing the iron grasp of his fingers on her little hand ; 
because mother had told him to mind and take care of 
Nelly. And for eight years of his life Alfred did it, 
and there was no other Alfred Smith in the world who 
did just the same. 

James Crawley ! who did not know James Crawley ? 
there was only one in the world. That boy never came 
to school regularly in his life, but in a kind of dotty way ; 
two days one week and one another, like freckles on a 
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fiEice, or sandpits on a common, nothing even. He was a 
good boy, but you never could get him to be like the 
others ; he was either always gone on an errand for his 
mother or to do a day's work for his father He was 
always true, but the singular thing was, that his mother 
was the only mother in the parish that wanted her 
errands done ; the problem was, how did the other mo- 
thers get their errands done ? You might always see 
him walking into school stately as a grenadier with a 
smaU paper note in his hand &om his mother accounting 
for his yesterday's absence : his knowledge consequently 
was imperfect, and his mother abused the school, and 
never saw that the fault lay with herself. And the 
same James Crawley will uways be through his life, 
broken and irregular. 

Then there was Daniel Shillet, singular for always 
"minding" the baby for several weeks in each year ; the 
fault was that he had no sister ; the universal account 
of his absence from school was "mother kept me at 
home to mind the baby, sir." The singular tiling was 
he would never let the baby fall ; and when the babies 
grew up, he had such a taste for the work, that he used 
to drag them about in a small cart his father made : the 
fact is, he was bom for it ; he was thin, sheepish, and 
paie ; with lon^, moppy, fair hair ; quiet and kind. 

III. After tne calling of the names came the prayers. 

The form of prayers is given in the Appendix : there 
were morning and evening, embodying the special lessons 
of the day, and the ecclesiastical season. After they were 
over, the boys were questioned on the events of the 
ecclesiastical season, and the works of creation connected 
with the day, bv which the great facts of Christianity 
were fixed aeeply on the children's minds. Whenever 
Mr. Mordaunt could, he came in and questioned the 
children, and taught them immediately after the prayers 
on the above plan. 

But it was not a village school, it was a grammar 
school with a foundation, and Mr. Mordaunt was only 
one of six and had a sixth part of the responsibility and 
active work within the school walls. 

lY. Prayers over, Walter had reading ; all attended it, 
down to the children of four years of age. 
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The first daas read a pamage from the Old Testament, 
one boy reading the ^ole passage, then another in 
the second class read the same; the third and fourth 
classes had no books, as they could not read the actual 
Bible ; the passage read, the fourth dass were asked the 
Bimple outline of the story under consideration. 

The third, class filled up the minuter detail firom re* 
membering what they had heard. The second class ex* 
plained the general plan, and lessons derivable from it ; 
and the fiirst gave types of our Losn or the Church and 
Christian, doctrines, to be gathered from it ; then the 
head boy read the passage again.. Walter, if it was a 
short passage, made them all learn it from his lips ; if it 
was a long one, he made them learn the more imporfcant 
verses, so that they soon became acquainted with the 
letter of Scripture. He finished by all four dasses an- 
swering again the questions before put, so that the whole 
passage was deeply imprinted on the whole of the school ; 
and Walter conduded by himself reading again the pas* 
aloud. 
I is a specimen. 

irOITBTH OIiASS. 

Who was Cain ?^-The son of Adam and Eve* 
Who were his brothers ? — Abel and Seth. 
What did he do ?— Killed his brother. 
Where did he kill him P— In the field. 
Why ? — He was jealous. 

Why ? — Because Abel's offering pleased Gk)D. . 
What did Cain offer ?— Fruits of the earth. 
What did ^on do P — Came and spoke to him, &o. 

THIBD CUlSS. 

What was Cain's sin P — Murder. 
What commandment did he break P — ^The sixth. 
What feeling made him commit it ?— Envy. : 

Is there any other case in the Bible of men committing 
this crime through envy P — The chief priests gave up our, 

LOBB. 

What feeling made Abel offer the lamb ?— Faitb» &c. / 
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8IC0in> GLA8S. 



What is faith ? — Peeling sure of what we cannot see 
or feel bj our senses. 

How did Abel show faith ? — Bj offering the lamb. 

How was this faith ? — The lamb was like our blessed 
LoBD : " The Lamb of GtOD Who taketh away the sins of 
the world." 

How did he know anything of our Loed ? — He was 
taught by his conscience and the blessed Spirit of Odd. 

Where is Abel's faith mentioned? — In Hebrews, 
eleventh chapter, <&c, 

riBST GLASS. 

Where is Cain mentioned in Holy Scripture ? — ^When 
S. John mentions the principle of love which Gam 
violated. 

Where is Abel mentioned P-— Our blessed Lobb men^ 
tions him as a sufierer for G-on. 

Of Whom was Abel a type P — Our blessed Lobd. 

How P — In Buffering for his brother because he followed 
the will of his Heave^y Fathbb. 

Of what was Gain's punishment the type? — The 
awfulness of never ending punishment when we shall 
wish to die and cannot, Ac 

Y. Then Walter went over the whole again with all. 

After reading the Bible came arithmetic; Walter 
worked haid at this, for he felt it was his weak point ; 
and he knew the importance of it in making the reason- 
ing powers keen and strong, and the head hard and clear ; 
besides which, all arithmeiical work tends to form an 
accurate habit of mind. The first class worked a good 
deal, at mental arithmetic, which produces both power of 
attention, accuracy of statement, and rapidity of thought, 
all of which the poor essentially require ; there is among 
them a singular slowness of thought and want of clearness 
of expression and statement^ which very much arises 
firom a want of clear ideas, and this produces the result 
which a^ain becomes the cause of its reproduction. 
.Arithmetic actually corrects this, but the &ult of ihe 
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day seems to lie in tbe over-attenticm paid to it, and tbe 
portion of tbe mental constitution which it developesy 
which, when used to the exclusion of the other powers 
of the mind becomes acuteness rather than intelligence, 
and forms an eye quick to see faults in others, rather 
than in self, and seldom to see virtue in anything or any 
body ; a simple preparation for the advance of the great 
infidel and sceptical spirit of the age we live in. 

Walter gave one hour every morning to arithmetic, 
and adopted the same plan of working through the 
school. A first-class boy gave a sum aloud to the second 
class, who all did it ; and when it was finished, and the 
slates were given in to the head boy, the best done 
was chosen by Walter, and the boy who had done it went 
through the process aloud; the third elass then went 
through it on their slates aloud ; the fourth class having 
stood up listening then said their tables. This lasted till 
half-past eleven ; from that time till twelve they all wrote 
from dictation ; the first and second class on copy-books 
provided by themselves, and the third elass on slates, 
which being done they were all looked through by the 
head of each class, and each word which had been written 
down spelt aloud by the whole school. 

Blundering and awkwardness are leading faults of our 
poor, and any act which requires accuracy in discrimi- 
nating minute facts is most important to correct these 
fiaults ; spelling, as well as arithmetic, aid in this. 
, VI. At twelve they went home to dinner ; at two they 
returned. The first half hour was spent in silence, JKrhida 
Walter had found a most efficient aid towards order and 
discipline. They all sat still, and those who Hked to 
bring books read to themselves ; and sometimes Walter 
read aloud to them or told a stor^ from history. The 
onh^ point was that they should sit perfectly still ; but 
before they sat down they washed their hands and combed 
their hair. These may be trifles, but they are most 
important. . They formed a habit of life, and prevented 
that tangle of confusion in which the poor so constantly 
live. It left Walter a clear, empty area in which to direct 
his thoughts and his questions, and from which they 
could start clear. In summer afternoons, the sun biasing 
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in through the open door, and the deep shadows from 
the trees cast on the whitewashed wall, under which the 
long lines of children sat leaning against the wall,— 
many intelligent and some loving eyes cast on Walter, 
— gave a re^y happy view of life, and Walter felt often 
a thrill of joy pass through him, as he viewed the group 
which he haa made peculiarly his own. Walter really 
loved them, and worked on not for pay alone. He loved 
his school, and looked on to a bright and happy future at 
the end of his work. As he sat there, and looked at 
some of those who in simplicity were servine God and 
looking to Walter for guidance and direction, he loved to 
feel, " This will never end while I love and serve my Q-od ; 
those very faces and youths before me will be with me 
for ever and ever in my Fathbb's home on high. God 
give me grace to do my work — blessed, happy thought !" 

The sun used to shine in so hotly on little sunburnt 
faces, which told stories of green fields, buttercups, and 
bachelors' buttons. Walter always kept a large jug of 
water, in which the children placed their flowers wnich 
they brought in the morning; and thev loved to see 
them there: though Henry and Patrick always took 
their flowers to WsJter's own house. And in winter the 
blazing fire lit up the same happy faces, which smiled 
around, as th^ sat thinking of the flame, or listening to 
Walter. 

VII. This over, at a quarter to three Walter hung up 
the large map, and the geography lesson began. All the 
school stood opposite it, the head class behind and the 
others in lines before them down to the smallest. The 
maps were highly coloured. The fourth class gave the 
name of the country, the seas round it, the towns, and 
the colour and shape with which it was described on 
the map. The third class gave the rivers and moun- 
tains, lakes, small bays, and creeks round it. The second 
class gave its provinces, small towns, and places of note. 
The first class gave the latitudes and longitudes of the 
diflerent chief towns, and gave the histonoal facts con- 
nected with the country ; and the two or three head boys, 
which were Walter's chief staff (not monitors), gave the 
populations, physical history^ Ac., of the countiy. Walter 
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wound up irith a stoiy about the history^ of the countiy 
which brought out the leading facts of its history, and 
impressed it on their memory. 

The geography took place three times weekly ; Monday, 
Wednesday, and iFriday. History took its place on 
Tuesday and Thursday ; Saturday always being a holiday« 
At the history lesson a map was again hung up, and 
others beside it, to give the idea of parallel history ; and 
a very dear and long table of ehrcmology, which all could 
read. 

The fourth class went through the reigns and dates of 
a portion of a period ; the third gaye &e incidents of 
each reign; the second class gave t^e parallel history of 
other countries, and the first class some of the principles 
connected with the events mentioned ; and Walter again 
wound up with a story illustrative of the period. A spe* 
eimen of this plau is annexed. 
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After the geography and history kcture, at half-past 
three, each first-class boy read from an Enfi;lish book, 
which all the school down to the little children learnt 
heart from hearing it read ; the fourth class then spelt 
the shorter words ; the third class spelt the harder 
ones, the second class parsed the sentences ^;ramma- 
tically, and the first class explained the meaning, and 
went through the harder parts of the grammar. 

At half-past four the whole school said the Catechism ; 
the fourth class said the Catechism; the third class 
answered general questions on our datv to Gon and onr 
neighbour ; and the first and second class went through 
the Scripture parables. 

On Friday they idl said the Catechism without ottet- 
tions ; the first class wrote a short paper in the weeK on 
some subject given by Walter, for the sake of exercising 
their powers of composition ; this was always given in on 
Friday afternoon. 

The evening prayers were much like the morning, only 
shorter; Saturday was a holiday; all saints' dajrs were 
holidays also from the end of morning service, which was 
at eleven. Before evening prayers there was a pause of 
five minutes, that all might be still before the end of the 
day's work. 

Such was Walter's day. 



CHAPTBE XV. 



ELLEK. 



Seyebal months had passed away, and Walter was 
gaining rapidly his ascendancy over the minds of the 
boys, correcting many of his own faults, and ascertaining 
more and more his true position ; the inhabitants, rich 
and poor, had begun to learn his value; Henry was 
his constant companion, worked for him at home, and 
helped him most efficiently at school ; he was the same 
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tdmple, sweet, and confiding duposition at thirteen as 
he nad been at twelve. Walter s walks were frequent 
and regular to the widow's cottage ; her failine biealth 
and poor circamstances made her a fitting object of 
his attention and regard* Eobert had wholly disap* 
pooled from the school ; his mother and himself gare out 
that they should leave the parish, declaring that with so 
deceitful and dishonest a set as the whole parish held, they 
could find no home ; they had not been brought up to 
such things ; the parish they used to live in had honest 
people in it ; but the time for going back was continually 
put ofP; they were still living in tl^ same parish and the 
same house. 

In the meantime Walter paid one visit to his nadve 
place, and had one long interview with Wkai. It was 
late when Walter leapt off the coach with his carpet-bag 
in his hand, ascended the well-known hill, fringed with 
beech woods, which led down to his fiitheor's home and 
£m^s cottage. 

It was a summer's night, and the large evening moths 
were making their mysterious and noiseless processions 
through the air, dartmg every now and then into the 
deep shadows of some group of leaves, to gase with fiery 
ery^es on what was goin^ on within. The glow-worms 
hghted their pale lamps m the long dewy grass, and tiny 
gnats sped their mystic dance between Widter's eye and 
the last yellow light of the sunset^ as if each were leap- 
ing higher than the other to see where the sun had 
gone ; a nightingale sung wondzously upon a bough, as if 
to greet the wanderer's return ; and a oistant cart-wheel 
made slumberous music in the deep luts on the road over 
the common at least half-a-mile away. 

Walter sat down on the siale to nrase on Hie past ; 
he could see at the bottom of the meadowy hiU the yellow 
light of the candle through the window of Ellen's cottage. 
** Does she love me stiU ? and is she as warm as she was 
that sweet, but bitter evening when we said good-bye P" 

Walter almost imagined he saw the shadows through iim 
vnndow of forms in the cottage ; he could bear the sus- 
pense no longer ; he started from the stile and walked 
impatiently down the liill; he reached the lane at the 
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bottom, whicli wound its tortuous way into the village 
atreet, the pond, the high woodbine hedge, the church 
tower rising square and high against the still cold night 
sky ; the great avenue of ancestral elms which reposed in 
dignity beyond it; the aldep>trees, which signed and 
murmured beside the village brook, how well he knew 
them all ; he seemed to know every minute part, and yet 
what ages it appeared since he nad seen them I many 
months of crowded life had passed like a dream before him 
since last he was there ; of life full of events which 
yawned like a black chasm between the past and present, 
as if he had &llen asleep at evening, and awaked again 
in the same posture at morning dawn ; it was but as a 
minute since he lay down, and yet one long dream full of 
figures fantastically changeful had rushed before his mind's 
eye which had made that brief hour of sleep look like a 
long, long night, separating by a measureless gulf the 
yesterday from to-morrow, and yet in consciousness they 
two were as one, and the intervening chasm as nothing ; 
one year of deep events on the threshold of life turns 
life's foreground into background and throws into far 
perspective forms that were but just now in the front 
of the canvas ; it is not time but things that make time 
long, and the amount of our consciousness with regard to 
them. 

So Walter mused as he entered his native village, as he 
saw round him the scenery of his childhood and his boy- 
hood. An owl flew out of the great bam roof to sail 
away up to the old church tower, as if to tell the church 
that Walter had come back; and the church clock 
chimed ten with its silvery tone up to the moon which 
had just risen, as if to welcome one of its dear old chil- 
dren back again ; the type of Him Who is " the same yes- 
terd ay, to-day, and for ever." 

" Will she love me as she did ?" again he asked himself, 
as he walked, slower and more slowly, towards the gate of 
Ellen's cotta^ garden ; " or will she laugh at me, and 
ral^ me for some of my infirmities and weaknesses P" 

Oh, Walter, do not be too anxious, and do not expect 
too much. We cannot be always^ sitting on keen edges ; 
there are scenes which bring out intense feelings, and 
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those moments are the fever, not the health of the 
patient. 

'^ Her last letter was rather colder than usual,'' said 
"Walter to himself; "she said, 'Dearest Walter,' not 
*her own dearest,' and she signed herself *your most 
affectionate,' instead of * your attached.' My heart mis- 
gives me ; I know I can't stand a check &om her. I've 
a great mind not to go in to-night, but to wait till to- 
morrow morning. Yes, I will do that," said he, passing 
by the wicket gate on his way to his own father's house. 
At that moment the door of the cottage opened, and 
the dark form of .a girl appeared in the candle- 
light. 

" It's a clear night, and no clouds on the moon," said 
the sweet and well-known voice of Ellen. 

Walter laid his hands on the paling ; it was the voice 
with which he had connected everything in life. How 
often he had dreamt of it, waking and sleeping I It was 
his own property, that voice was, and had a right to 
speak to no one but him. When he is dull, that voice is 
to cheer him ; when others are imkind to him, that voice 
is to say, " Walter, there is no one in the world I love 
like you ;" when he is desponding, that voice is to give 
him courage, and say, " Cheer up;" when he is dying, 
that voice was to sound on his ear the last sad word of 
earth, — the last " good-bye," — the last faint echo of the 
marriage bell sighing on the ear of death. 

What is there not in a voice ? What a blessed thing 
His engagement to Ellen had been to Walter ! how it had 
steadied him through life ! — the one earthly rock round 
which the cable of his vessel had coiled, and prevented 
it from floating out to sea. Each thing he did was in- 
spired by the thought of what Ellen would think of it. 

And yet, Walter, think a moment ; " boast not thyself 
of to-morrow." There is One Who is a surer rock than 
.^ven EUen— the " Eock of ages." 

Walter opened the garden gate, and walked quickly up 
the garden path. Ellen's figure lingered for a moment, 
as if startled at the approach of any one at that late hour ; 
the next moment he had thrown his carpet bag on tlie 
turf, and had rushed into Ellen's arms. That moment 

L 
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was enough to show Bb« wM kll-^tiioi« thim ell Which she 
had been in his brightest dreams. 

Walter wais leaning against the hi^h chimney comer ; 
th» old people were sitting at the table, gating up into 
the youtig man's face. Ellen was standing by his side, 
her two hands folded on his lefb shoulder, and her fore*- 
head leaning on his arm : it was a brief five minutes of 
itapture and delight. 

"Sit down, dear Walter, and have some tea,** sard 
!E31en, proceeding to inkke the tea with hel* bwn handis. 
" Or perhtttos you ought to go home to tea to your 
own father?" isaid she, pausing with the teapot in her 
hand. 

Walter looked grave ; that remark was not quite what 
he wanted. 

" Can't you make it, Ellen dear ? or tf it's too much 
tttouble, I will go directly,^' said he, in a vexed and half 
Jealous tone. 

" Oh, it's not for the trouble of it ; it was the fear lest 
your father should blame me for keeping yt)tl for ibe fttst 
iiight." 

" Well, perhaps I had better go," iswid Walter, in a 
tohe of resignation. 

** You'll be here very early in the morning,** teid 
Ellen, with an expression which Mtel^d with tendeteei^. 
Wialter smiled ;^that wais just what he liked. " It must 
not be before i have come back from milking; I don't 
get home much before nine." 

" Oh, no, of course ; you couldn't put the nxOking 
iiway for to-morrow ?" 

" I don't know— I might," said Ellen, thoughtftdly. 

" Oh, you had better not," said Walter ; " it would be a 
pity to alter any regular rule. Ellen, on second thoughts, 
1 think I shall hardly get here before twelve ; I must go 
fend see liiree or four of the neighbours." 

" I shall be quite ready by that time," said Ellen, ijom^ 
'placently and quietly. 

"Well, you mi^t have been ready before,** said 
Walter to himself, as he moved to the doot. 

" G-ood night, dear Walter," saad the old accustomed 
voice, laying a stress on that little monosyllable whieh 
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preceded TtTalter which shot joj tiurough WaUer'it heart. 
Hie tucned ixMind with ih» lateh ia hie hexid. 
''Desr EUen," he Mid, '^good aight; to^morrowi at 



"" At twBlTe, I thcH^ht j<m fiwdd P" 

^' Aj^ aj, yea/' he aaid^ and Walter walked alone up 
the nairow lane leaving his bag lying on the grass. Bia 
turned round when he gat to the ^^, and saw EUen 
looking out of the bed-room window. *^ Then she doea 
care about me," aaid Walter; «nd he xooTed tow«rdfl hia 
fiither*8 cottage. 

" How odd it is,'* said he to himself, " I have so often 
thought of her, yet she doean't seem to be ao wrapped 
Ap in me, does ahe ? then ahe is very strong-minded. I 
must consider her disposition. She wouldn't have looked 
out of the window after me^ if she didn't core a great 
deal about me. Ah, we]l.t it will be all right when we 
are married ; she will have no one else to think of theni'^ 

Poor Watter ! how you do &et about trifles ; for they 
are trifles really. You will think altogether diflerentlj 
Afe years hence. Xou will then estimate EUen by her 
acts and not her manner ; and things that you now raise 
Into epectral nants will then sink down into dwarfs. She 
may be a little blunt and plain-spoken ; but she has no 
other thought but you : without ypu Ufe is a blank to 

mm. 

** Ohf scorn not thou for this the tnae and steadfast love of years. 
The kindly that from childhood grew, the faithfiil to thy tears ; 
If there be one that o'er the dead hotii in thy grief home part, ' 
And iMitched tfannigh flMkneaa by thy bed, mW ber'e a kindiied 
hevt" 

The interview between Walter and his father was full 
of joy on both sides : he loved him tenderly, and his 
Slither was devotedly attached to hiuL. The moment he 
had got to bed his mind kept wandering over his inter- 
view vdth Ellen. 

^ I am a groat fool : why do I worry mvself so about 
(trifles? I thought I had corrected myself and now I 
find that I am as bad as ever." 

In that mood he fdl aideep. The next morning*, he 
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iras up early and at !Ellen's cottage door. Her fatber 
and mother were out, and she was plaiting; ; her smaU, 
well-shaped head, with her hair so beautifully parted, as 
it always was, leaning over the plait, and that simple, 
narrow velvet band she always wore over her forehead, 
ber beautifully neat and quiet dress so perfectly becoming 
her situation and her state in life, the utter absence of 
adventitious ornament, were all points in Ellen's appear- 
ance which Walter had ever loved ; and they struck him 
more than ever now. She looked up as he entered, with 
her quiet hazel eye fixed upon him, which immediately lit 
Up with smiles when she «aw who it was; -the colour 
mantled to her cheeks, giving a beautiful softness to her 
complexion. She rose at once and said, with hey own 
quiet, gentle voice, 

" Dear Walter, I'm so glad to see you," and she leant 
^er forehead against his shoulder, as she had done the 
night before. 

Walter was quite happy. She resumed ber seat, and 
Walter stood leaning against the white-washed wall, 
tossing his cap up in his hand as his eyes were fixed on 
iSUen. 

"Ellen, have you thought much about me since I 
left?" 
' " I've thought of very little «lBe," said Ellen. 

" Why are you at times so cold in your manner to me ? 
it does so often disappoint me." 

**AmI? I didn't the least know I was." 

" Well, we will not talk of that now," said Walter, 
checking his disposition to be complaining; "but tell 
me, Ellen, do, for I've come home mil of it — ^will you 
^ot consent to be married now ? My home is so dull 
and desolate, and you would make such a difference to 
me in life." 

" It's quite impossible," said Ellen. " I always told 
you, that while my father and mother live, I must live 
with them and for them." 

Walter's countenance fell. " But Ellen, surely it can- 
not be your duty to forego all your happiness m life to 
wait on them." 
- '* I owe them everything," said Ellen ; *' I'm the last 



df tbefr daughters left Bt home, and I'vepromised them 
I wouldn't leave them. Should I, dear Walter, ever be 
happy sitting by your side, if I had acted against my con- 
science ?" 

*' How can you speak so coldly, when you say words 
which you know are my death-warrant? Ellen, I'm. 
very, very unwell at times, and I feel ill-health is sap- 
ping my constitution ; and if any human being is the 
cause of it, you are." 

"How trul^ unkind in you to say so!" said Ellen, 
looking up with a look of expostulation which thrilled 
throu^ Walter. " You know my father and mother are 
old, they cannot last many months longer : only wait a few 
months longer, and we shall be united." And Ellen. 
took up her plait from the ground, and went on 
working. 

*^ Ah, well, Ellen," said Walter, looking out of the 
window, " I begin to believe it's nothing but ^ure selfish- 
ness in you ; you don't think my small house is fumished 
so as to suit your wishes : a little longer, and it will be* 
furnished better— eh, Ellen ?" 

Ellen made no answer, but he thought he saw a tear 
drop on the plait : that was just what he wanted — he de^ 
termined to work on the wound he had made. 

"What is more," said Walter, "I'm quite pained to 
hear of a report in the village that our match is broken 
off, and that you are attached to somebody else." 

He said this with a tone and a manner of assumed de** 
termination, in order to give weight to his words. Ellen 
answered nothing, but her shomder shook as she bent 
down over the plait. 

" And I half believe it too," said Walter looking out 
of the window with a tone of hesitation which seemed to 
imply a doubt whether he would say it or not. 

Ellen looked up in his face ; her eyes were full of tears^ 
and he thousht he had never seen her look so beautiful; 
a sort of madness seized Walter. 

"Ton can do as you like," said he. "I think per- 
haps it would be better that our engagement should 
be broken off for the present : we can but resume it again 
when your father is dead, if we both are free." And 
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Water tcMMed his cap tip to the eeilmg^ and looked up at 
it as it eame down again. 

Ellen Toee and mored towards ihe door without 
speaking. 

^ Are you gobic[P" said Walter; but she was ganoy 
and the door was shut. 

Walter sat down by himself on a chair, andbegui to feel 
rer^ nnoomfortable. He laid hold of a leaf of a geranium, 
which he pinched and fairly pulled the plant oyer on to 
the ground; it fell" on the eat and made her run aeream- 
iiiffaway. « Dear me," said Walter, " that's Ellen's cat." 

The latch of the door was puUed up and Ellen's 
brother entered : his name was Jesse ; he was a young 
fiurmer. After the usual greetings he sat down by 
Walter's side. '* Well, old fellow," said he, " how does 
the world go on?" 

'* Oh, I don't know," said Walter, looking at the fire- 
place in an abstracted mannelr. 

^ If it does not with others it will go well," said Jesse, 
"with you." 

" Why BO ?" said Walter. 

** Why, because you've got a woman worth ten thou- 
sand," said he« " She lores you, Walter, in such a way 
as I never saw any woman love another." 

'* What do you mean ?" said Walter, starting suddenly 
round. 

'' Why, I mean, she thinks of nothing but of you all 
the day i(mg while you are away. You ought to see how 
pleased she is when your letters come." 

*^ No, is she ?" said Walter^ in a rapid and anxioua 
manner; "is she?" 

** Yes, to be sure," said Jesse ; " do you doubt it ?" 

*« No," said Walter, *< no." 

" I can give you good proof of what her attachment is 
to you, if you want proof; only I don't know that I may 
without betraying confidence." 

" I say," said Walter, "do call her back ;" as he moved 
foickly towards the door himself. 

" Call who back ?" said Jesse. 

« Why, EUen, to be sure." 

" Where is she gone ?" said Jesse* 



, **Wen, I WW such II fpcd." mi W^t^r. «I clw't 
know, Wt I oan't Mp thinking — " 

''Thinking what? md th^ other in aatQni8hmQ^t^ 
« The fellow is gone cWt, I think," 

But Walter's nund wap simply fi^^e^ on trying to 
convince Men, how bitterly mi deeply he re^t-^ 
ted bftTiAg Kiyen her so much distress, Se ran i^ito 
the garden, hut Men was not there ; he r^ down th^ 
lane and (^sailed her» hut there came no answer ; he weni 
down to one or two of the neighl)ouring cottages, wheret 
he knew Ellen often went, but no one knew where she 
Wfw, or had oeen her. Poor Walter! he was really un- 
h^ippy. His own wretehed tendency to jeajousy, ^o^l 
irritability h^ brought him to trouble as usu£^. 

"I quite deserve it if she never phpuld Qpme b^ 
again } I quite deserve it, if she did lo^e another instead 
of me 1 Oh, Eljen, what shftU I do without you ?" m^. 
he, sitting down on a stile in a field in which 1^^ 
had wfijked with Jllen, in time^ gone hy. There wa» 
a little copse JXW^ the field, ^hoBe ground was covered 
with enckooppint *nd wood ajiemonieg, and he ^nd she 
had constantly w^ed there. There was scarcely a tree 
under wbieh ne had not 9at, where he had not reftu ppetry, 
pr where they had not gathered for e^h other little poseg^y^ 
of wild flowers. He wandered through the wpod^, backn 
wards and forwards, hoping to find ner there, but that 
WAS not Ellen's ws^j ; the last thing she would h^vp d<*ne 
would h*ve been tp have sought refuge in ^ wood ; she 
was very unromantic, B!e s^t down mi reasoned deeply 
and quietly for 4 whole hour, and prayed inwardly tp 
Gon to give him greater strength of character ; and that 
long hour's thought and prayer left a deep mark cut 
on the bark of Walter's growing character. 

'' I thought I had overcome all this," said he to him- 
self; '^ and now I find I have got to fight the battle over 
again." 

Oh, Walter, you will have to fight that battle till the 
last breath is gone. Hercules struggled with a serpent in 
his cradle, and nearly his last labour was killing another 
serpent, and from your mother's milk till you go down to 
mother earth you will have to struggle with the same 
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serpent of disposition, cradle-l)OTn and dust-buried^ 
Jealousy and irritability are your two leading faults, and 
ou will be jealous of the very hand that holds your dying 
Lead, and irritable with the nurse that tends you most 
tenderly in the last moment. Gon^s grace, Walter^, 
that is all that can do the work. 

Walter rose up, cahnly and quietly, and returned to 
Ellen's home. He opened the door, and she was sitting 
there alone, plaiting. He went up behind her chair, and 
took her hand in his, and stooping down said, ''Ellen, 
can you forgive me ?" 

" Oh, yes, dear "Walter,** said Ellen, " what have I to 
forgive ?" and she looked up at him with the greatest 
quietness and cheerfulness ; but she sighed deeply, and 
tnat sigh went to Walter's heart. 

"Why does she sigh?'* thought Walter. Why? 
Walter; not for one half the cause you imagine, 
but because she looks forward to difficulty in foture 
life with your disposition. Well, why do you look so 
surprised r Is it not natural that she should ? Is that 
any reason why she should not love you deeply, faithfally, 
truly, to the end ? None. Ton will have faults to bear 
with in her, which it will be her duty to overcome. Tou 
must bear with each other and for each other : that is the 
beauty of married life. 

" Grood-bye, dear, dear Ellen," said Walter, pressing 
her hand in his, as a week after, he sprang upon the top 
of the coach, and with that quiet hazd eye left as a last 
impression on his memory and the words, "Next 
Easter, EUen,'* on his lips, he left the village. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

MB. MOBD aunt's LETTEES. 

Bepobe "Walter went he begged Mr. Mordaunt to 
write to him on one or two practical points on which 
he wished to have his opinion on paper, and while he 
was with Ellen he received the following letters from 
him. 

" Mt deab "Walteb, 

" As you have asked my advice about the forma- 
tion and conduct of Village Blading Rooms, I think it 
best to make my answer while your mind is free from 
your usual routine of work. 

" In a day like this, of rapidly-increasing intelligence 
and wide-spreading education, few things are more im- 
portant than to get together the young 'men of either 
town or country parishes,' and to give them an opportu- 
nity of satisfying an intelligent desire for education. 
This is being done by very dangerous persons in all parts, 
and I strongly feel few parochial duties are more pressing 
than to meet this want. The schoolmaster of a parish is 
peculiarly fitted to aid in a work like this. In many 
cases he has himself been the educator of those young 
men when they passed through the school; and whe- 
ther this be the case or not, he is always expected, 
from the habits and circumstances of his me, to be in a 
position of superior knowledge to the young men around 
him ; for*where youths in a town possess greater keenness 
of mind, and crave a higher order of educational food, 
they will be within the reach of the higher order of 
schoolmasters sprung from the great training institutions 
and pupil-teachers of the present dav ; while the simple 
youth of a country village will find the village school- 
master proportionately suited te their class of attainments. 
Besides which, the schoolmaster, being the person in 
immediate connection with the clergyman, is a person 
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of whose moral weight and character we might expect 
much. 

" For many reasons it seems that such a plan as you 
have suggested should be more or less worked around the 
schoolmaster as a centre, always, of course, remembering 
that every such plan receives its true lifQ and energy from 
its beine; part and parcel of the parochial system, and con- 
sequently of that stute of things which v;ews each sei)a- 
rate member of the parish as members also of one family 
deriving life from one head* I do not see, too, why the 
schoolroom itself might not in many parishes be made 
available for a reading-room, where any difficulty should 
happen to eaist about finding a room. 

''And now a few words on the arrangement and 
management of such a society, The evening is clearly 
the working man's time for improvement both of miAd 
and of soul ; and one of the great faults of our JInglisb 
system seems to rest in the loss and waste of evening 
liouxa, I feel certain, that neither our agricijtural nor 
artisan population need the amount of what is called 
sleep, wnich many assert as necessary for them. "We 
must taJke care lest, in insisting on this, there may not bQ 
a slight wish to save ourselves the trouble of providing 
for weUrordered evening employments. Most young men 
are finding the necessity of evenings spent in something 
better than drinking and smoking j and every effort 
ought to be made to assist them* 

"The first thing, then, that you would have to do 
would be to select a very few young men in the parish, 
whos being communicaats, would form a safe nucleus for 
such a society ; for I should strongly pbiect to any such 
rules as should point too directly at tne relij^ious con- 
dition of the members, either externally or internally, 
and by selecting communicants you at once secure these 
three things : 1st, a certain mom tone in the original 
membersi which would at once establish the character of 
the society, and tend to leaven those that might here- 
after belong to it ; 2dly, you seonre its members being 
churchmen* without the mvidiousness of making a very 
direct rule on the subject j Srdly, you would secure its 
earliest members being persons more pr less wpll known to 
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oftec I dm not tay* I wnuM make it a vuk to 
admit none but oommunicantB after the tldng waa 
thorongiily eBtaUisbed ^ but if onoe yoni establish a good 
nudeufl for youth to gather round in acdiool, eoHeffe^ 
or society ai fint^ every one afterwards mora or less fiuls 
in with it. The second r^raark I would make with 
regard to the management of it would be, that it ia rery* 
important not to kt the object of such society be mere 
liteorary employment and itesultory reading, by which I 
think it would do more harm than good; the primary 
object must be to couYey certain principlea, and to form 
OOTtain habits of thou|^ht in the minds of the young 
population of the panah. Now books aUmt will not 
do this, nor will pamphlets or papers. I think, therefore, 
tibat the reading-room might be also, I might say prima* 
rily, a Uctwrt-rwrny and that through the means of 
lectures prindples should be giyen which may afford point 
to the readine, aa well aa conmderably add to ita intereat ; 
BO that I thimc before you get your Dooka, pamphlets, or 
papera, the firat thing would oe to get some regularly 
established lectures to be deliyered, we will say twice 
a week, on some such subjects as the8e,*-^history, and 
Church history especially, geography, physical scien- 
ces, poetry, and the peculiarities of the raw material 
or produce of the manufacturea of the neighbour-* 



' I daresay 'this startles you, and you say, Who is 
to give the lectures ? Well, I grant there is a difficulty 
in the matter, but it must be got over somehow : and 
first, I think the clergyman of the parish would be able 
and willing to aay enough about Church history and 
hittoiy generally to set the key-noto to that part of the 
reading. There are very few parishes where there are 
not one or two resident or neighbouring gentry who 
would not be able and glad also oocasionidly to give 
lectures on physical science and matters of taato gene* 
rally. One or two farmers would be found who would 
lend a hand by ocdaaionally makinff some remarks in the 
abape of a lecture on the agricultural condition of the 
neighbourhood; the young men themselves might occa* 
aionally summon courage to make a lew obaervationa on 
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the subject-niatter of tbeir own employment, and i£ ir 
wondemd how often yisitbrs and P^le ^om a distance 
are willing to assist in such things. There are one or two 
parishes in London where this £nd of plan is, I believey 
being successfully worked ; in fact, it is quite wonderful 
how, if once a good scheme is afloat, material comes 
to hand ; and I do not think you would have to look long 
before you could see your way clearly to a sufficient staff 
of lecturers, provided always that they be under the 
direction of the clergyman of the parish. I can hardly 
imagine a greater evil than putting books into young 
men's hands without principles, and still less papers 
or lighter literature. I should l^e to say a great deal 
more on this head, and I think I could, and that in such 
ways as to show the £unlities that a number of different 
parishes which I have in my mind, in different parts of 
the country, have for workmg this part of the scheme ; 
but I have not room to go into that part at greater length 
now. I will, perhaps, another time, and try to show 
more by illustration the great use the lecture-room would 
be to the reading-room. 

" The next pomt for which I would suggest some regu- 
lations will be the books, &c., which you ^nll place on the 
table of your reading-room. This, of course, vrill be a 
more difficult part of the business, and will require a 
good deal of discrimination and judgment^ Many people 
would, I know, strongly object to the use of any news- 
papers. I cannot agree with them — first, because I 
cannot see the harm of any intelligent person being 
aware of what is going on around him ; it must tend, t£ 
well directed, to enlarge his sympathies as well as his 
intelligence; man is ^garious, he is not solitary; 
secondly, you cannot hmder young men reading news- 
papers. They will see bad ones, and why should you 
not give them good ones ; the Newa of the fTorld and the 
Dispatch are read in every village or town in the country, 
and nothing can be worse. I dulike the idea of a religious 
newspaper; but if yon can find papers conducted on 
really sound principles, I should introduce them under 
the sanction of the clergyman. The Illustrated London 
NewSf I believei contains doubtful prindples in itslext, 
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,but is interesting on account of its illustrations. The 
Gardener^ 8 Chronicle I believe to be a good paper for a 
reading-room of the kind I am speakmg of; but here 
again arises a difficulty about principles. With respect to 
magazine literature, it is to be regretted that there 
are so few middle-class magazines. The Christian Re- 
membrancer and the Quarterly are, of course, too high in 
their aim ; while the Churchman^ s Companion, and others 
admirable in their kind, are below the mark. We sadly 
want some good, clever, popular magazines suited to 
young men of the middle class. I believe Sharpens Maga- 
jdne started with this view, but I have reason to think it 
is a failure. One or two publishers have promised us 
■ something of this kind. I wish them every success. 
What we want is a magazine conducted on sound Church- 
of-England principles, really cleverly and popularlv 
written, not in the dry form which so many Church 
magazines seem to thmk it a duty to adopt, taking 
for the ran^ of iiis subject-matter popular and elevated 
views of history and physical science, tales of domestic 
life, so put forward as to show the beauty and holiness of 
a well-conducted feunily, recommendations of books, and 
such descriptions of the lives of good men as to awake in 
the minds of youth an emulation or a provocation to 
^ood works. The Church has not yet got hold of the 
middle class ; she has strongly^affected a few men of 
.taste in the highest class, and she has aimed at affect- 
ing the mass of the poor; she has not touched what 
is essentially England — the middle class. However, 1 
should be very sorry to miss from your reading-room 
table the Churchman's Companion, the Monthly Packet, 
and one or two others, of which 1 will speak another 
time. 

" With regard to books, I should recommend a few 
standard works if you can afford to get them, such as are 
contained in the catalogue of books published by Parker, 
Masters, Eivington, and Cleaver ; the writings of such 
men as Adams, Neale, Gresley, one would ^ways hail 
with satisfaction in such a room. 

'^ The next point of importance will be that coimected 
with expense. It would be next to impossible for a 
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reading-room to come into existence withont some help- 
ing hand in its origination,and I should think there areyety 
few parishes in the kingdom in which there is not «ome 
person or persons wiUing to give such a tiiine a start bj 
a small library. With a sum ranging from £20 to £40, 
you might imdEe a very good beginning for the purchase 
of papers and magazines ; and for tne ooeasi<mal pur^ 
chase of new books each member must pay something 
weekly. Why should not such weekly payments in a 
country parish be Sd., in a town parish 6a,^ according to 
the rate of wages f Twenty members m a country 
parish tkt 8cf. will produce 5«. a week, or £1 a month; 
and this woukl be sufficient to cover the newspapers and 
magazdnea, and to leave something like 7«. or Ss. over* 
monthly for new books. In many places you will find 
gentlemen wifling to be honorary members, who would 
pay subscriptions larger than that, and thereby swell the 
fund. 

" The fiwniture might "he of the simplest description, 
and would need » very small ouliay at first : a large table, 
« few fonns, and some book-shelves, with apparatus fer a 
fire, is pretfy well all you need ; I shoidd recommend, zf 
jTou could get them, a few maps on the walls and chrono- 
logical tables. It would be a very good thing to promote 
a band or some musical society in coimecftionwith su(^ a 
reading-room, which would tend to uselulness in many 
ways. The advantages of sudi an institution are many : 
it gives the tslergyman a known body of young men, who, 
by mrity, are prepared for any particular work that 
he may call on them for; it becomes an opportuniiy 
of drawing a Hne between the moral and upright, and 
the profli^ste and depraved ; it tends to good feeHng azid 
kindliness of sympathy, and helps to break down Itet 
painful distance and reserve so peculiar to English so- 
ciety. There is no reason at all why such a body might 
not give occasionally entertainments of a sim^e nature 
to the labouring poor, in the shape of musical evenings ; 
a natural consequence of it would be the formation of 
a cricket-club. 

I have not been able to do more than briefly to sketch 
the plan of some such institution, which I rejoice to find 
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is 80 generally beoomtng one of inteireit^ I may in a 
future letter go more into detoiL 

"B. MoxDAirwT." 

** You hs^e ftsked me for some addoe with regard 
to the arrangement of your time and plans as a tdUage 
isehoolmaster^ and I will gkdfy do my best to make some 
snggestkms on bo<^ heads. You have undertaken a most 
hononMfole, respontibto^ and interesting work§ ^md on 
your example, maaner, method, spiitts, and, abore all, on 
jcmr prayers, wiU hang, more or less» tiie eternal desti- 
nies of many^ Few, after clergymen, wiH have more 
gathered rocmd them at the day of jadgment, mtsnesses 
eithor to th^ having done or neglected Sod's work^ than 
«choolmB«tersv 

'' The first thing I should advise you then to do is, 
thoroughly to master the idea of jrowe work ; what I 
mean is, to know what yon are going about, why and 
how you are undertaking it, and to see to the end of it. 
FoUT-iflte of t^ works of men are imp«rfeefc and de- 
crepit in l^eir esKeoution, because the original iview and 
. intention <ef the actor was imperfect. Before we do a 
work we ought to see round it ; diecotaagements, .in- 
adequate mfiAerials, imshly applied energies, and many 
similar results, are sure to rollow a partially ooiieeived 
work, I^or instance, few better illustrations of what I 
say can be given than to conoerre two men sitting down 
to write an opinion on a giy«n subject. The one 
4^oronghly tfainks over it, grasps, masters, and sees to 
the end of his matter in hand; watches it in aU its 
bearings, and tests it in all its relations. The result wiH 
probably be, dear and lucid £bg^ish, good grammar, sinn 
pie sentences, 49uceinet expressions, and the reader's mind 
carried eas^y with ih& thought. Take Addison's papers in 
the Spectator^ or Br. Amc^d's Hutory ofJEUme^ aiid Bii^op 
Bull's Sermons as specimens. Another man sits down to 
write his opinion on the same subject, without thinking 
it out or seems to the end of it. The result is, long sen- 
tences incompletely expressing the idea, inverted terms, 
£yse grammar, wordiness, useless and iorceless adjec^ves, 



160 WALTXB, THE SOHOOLMASTSS. 

and. veiy often at the end of a sentence there is no true 
apodosis to its beginning, giving an impression that the 
writer has begun a sentence which he does not know how 
to finish.' Many a schoolboy's essay will be a good illus- 
tration of what I mean. Now, apply this process to the 
greater works of life, and you will see what I mean by 
this duty in a schoolmaster. You have undertaken to 
devote your time to the formation of the whole character 
of children and boys, excepting only those spiritual por- 
tions of it which belong to a higher teacher. To accom- 
plish this, great perseverance, forbearance, temper, self- 
command, and tact, are absolutely requisite, oit down 
this evening, and think whether you have got these; 
ima^e yourself trying to apply them, while you are 
ruminating over your fire after tea, without a candle. 
See to the end of your work, and see round it ; that is 
the first rule I give you. 

'^ The second advice I would suggest, and in close con- 
nection with the above, is the importance of confidence, 
as much as of diffidence. There is a great mistake abroad 
that diffidence is a virtue. It is not. If a man is what 
he ought to be, he will both know and recognise his own 
power, and equally cheerfully know and recognise his own 
in$rmity. See what your tendency, gift, talent, or power 
is ; and choose the sphere or mode of action which would 
best apply it. 

" Thu'dly, make up your mind for continual disappoint- 
ments, lio work is great and no man is great wno has 
not had many failures. True energy of character, real 
greatness of mind, are especially shown by being able to 
bear keen disappointments, the failure of our schemes, 
the stultification of our assurances, and yet, in spite of 
idl, to be able to berin a&esh : as the Psalm says, ' Thy 
loving correction wm make me great.' Pew people are 
more called upon to the exercise of these efforts than 
the schoolmaster and those who have to do with the 
young. 

'* Eourthly, remember your example is worth all your 
teaching ten times told: teaching without example is 
like a long, pointless, background without the figure in 
front ; example^ like that figure, may easily stand with- 
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.out ft background and yet do its own work fully, freely, 
and boldly. It may be trite, but it is worth frequently 
remembering, that childr^i are keen observers and clever 
critics. You will do more towards accomplishing your 
. end by your own personal discipline and religion, than by 
all the precept that you may enforce. I say this is trite ; 
but how few schoolmasters dream of acting on it, and, I 
,am sorry to say, how few training schools attempt to 
make, elevate, or strengthen the character of the teacher 
they send out I 

" Fifthly, I should strongly advise your own personal 
attendance at daily service and weekly Communion, if it 
lies in your power. Passing by in this place the persomtl 
strength to yourself, it is so importatit the schoolmaster 
should do his best to correct, at least, in the rising gene- 
ration, the sadly prevalent misapprehension that is afloat 
amongst the poor about the Holy Communion. The 
constant attendance of the schoolmaster will not only 
counteract much of this among adults, but will form, a 
very strong, unconscious habit of thought in the children 
under him; but, above all, you should really recollect 
how very much your most responsible office needs the 
constant grace, meditation, and quietness which these 
duties will demand from you. We cannot do a real 
work, or indeed, any work, in a hurry. One reason why 
there were so many truly great men in other days was, 
that they had less hurry and more meditation. If a man 
goes twenty miles on a railroad now, he thinks he must 
take a book with him : why not sit and meditate P 

'^ I^ow that I have made these few remarks on general 
maters, I will proceed to the more common rules for 
your daily work. You are a schoolmaster — grasp that 
idea. Be single, not diffusive, in your aim ; be a school- 
master, not less, for it will be more than enough for all 
your powers ; and not more, for you will then be missing 
▼our own work, interfering with others, and spoiling 
both. 

*' After you have arranged the devotional and religious 
part of your day, consider carefully the machinery of the 
rest, xou cannot teach without reading. No mistake 
is greater thaa to teach just up to what we know^ and so 
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let instruction tread on the heels of knowledge. Teach- 
ing others instructs ourselves wonderfully, yet not until 
we have laid in a certain store of knowledge ourselyes 
first ; and in this reading, jou must not he satisfied with 
reading as a merely mechanical preparation for instruc- 
tion. Bead so as to he ahle to think round what you 
have read, to apply it as a principle, and to illustrate and 
compare it. One fact impressed through the school- 
master on his pupil in the day is wortn fifty merely- 
taught ; e.g. I will suppose jou are teaching an upper 
class in a school English history. I will suppose that 
you have some intelligent hoys, and are goins to instruct 
them in the reign of Sichard I. Do not hegin till at 
home you have read that portion of English history which 
treats of him, and weighed and thought it over in your 
walks for a week. Take a walk every day to think over 
it ; see the condition of English society and English go- 
vernment in that day ; see the nature and consequence 
of the Crusades ; the influence on England of Bicoard's 
absence at them ; dwell on it carefully. You say. Where 
am I to find books ? I have been out one day walking, 
and trying to think ; and I find I have a vnsh, but I want 
more books. Good,— the best thing you could have said. 
He who has been driven to scrape together every atom, 
of knowledge he can find from every portion of a book 
he can lay hold of, with his mind eager for instruction, 
will learn more than he who sits in a library with ten 
thousand volumes round him. The hungry man values 
a crust ; he that never wants is careless of a banquet. 
Men were far wiser before books were common or print- 
ing easy ; they thought more, and were driven to make 
the most of every thing. Observe and read through and 
through the history you have got, till you have worked 
out every possible knowledge you can from it ; draw out 
the internal evidence, weigh it, apply it ; work out every 
book you have got which may throw light on the subject. 
Then, when you have anxiously worked through all, see 
if JOU can borrow any other man's book ; and afler all 
this process you wiU be far more advanced than those 
who nave all information at hand. Be able, when you 
teach the reign, to talk freely of it, to illustrate it, to 
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make tales of it, to answer and anticipate objections and 
difficulties. It is not history which is of use to boys ; it 
is man and principles. One reign handled by a thought* 
ful mind may teach more of man and principles than ten 
reigns simply learnt. You ask what nistory to read ; t 
will give you a list of books in the next portion of my 
letter ; but I must conclude for the present, and finish 
my remarks in my next letter. Meanwhile belieye me 
yours very faithfully and affectionately, 

"E. MoBDArifT." 

" My dbak Waltbb, 

" In continuing the advice I was trying to give you 
in my last letter, I wHl next suggest to you the import- 
ance of having a very definite framework for your whole 
day. It is wonderful to see how desultory the days of 
many men are : no plan, no system, no two things done 
at the same hour each day, no method. They lose half 
their time ; and allow their opinions, their minds, and 
their modes of expression to become as uncertain and in- 
definite as their tune. Eely on it, that time, with its use, 
is the framework of the mind — the keystone of the arch. 
Without attention to it, all the powers we possess will 
fall weakened to the ground. Flan and disciplined ar- 
rangement give vigour and manliness to the sentiment, 
and terseness and health to th^ expression, while an un- 
methodical day dilutes everjr stream which flows through 
it. There is as great a difference as that which exi^ 
between the clear, pellucid, crystal stredtaa which flows 
onward deep down in a confined and narrow channel, and 
the same water which rolls thinly and muddily over the sur- 
face of fifty meadows, as between a methodical and a de- 
sultory day. Have an exact plan for your time ; do the 
same things at certain hours of the day and week : you 
little know the strength you will give yourself, and the 
vigour which your example will throw into others. 

"Two principal difficulties. wiU start up very likely to 
your mind. You will say, * What a painful exertion it 
will be to live by so rigid a rule ! how irksome ! life will 
be a slavery!' Try it. Eely on this: 'of nearly any 
difficulty in life the chief point is making up your mind 
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to it. Once make lip your mind, determine your wiU, 
and the difficulty u over. In this case there will be so 
much gratification arising from the consciousness of really 
achieving your points, so much cheerfulness from its 
bracing discipline, you will be so engrossed in the interest 
of your work, that you will forget the little irksomeness 
of the discipline. 1 ask you, do you ever see men who 
live this kind of life dull, mawkish, or worn with irksome- 
ness P while, on the contrary, do you not see men who 
take the other line, showing these very failings ? I say 
agjain, try it — try it for one week : I feel nearfy sure you 
will not leave it off. The other difficultv is, you will say, 
^ K I thus exactly fill my time up, I shall have no time 
ior extra works ; 1 shall lose much profit and usefulness 
by being bound to a punctual rule.' I will answer for it 
that you will do double the quantity in the time of real 
useful work, than you would do without plan and method. 
Indefiniteness gives an idea of vastness. In this case it is 
only an idea» not a Tealii^. A man is sure to think that 
•if his day is not tied up, he will do fifby things in it ; and 
.that if it is tied up to twenty-five things, be will lose 
.twenty-five more ; mstead of the truth oeing, that the 
undefined day would end in ten things being done ; seeing 
-the things which we should do, might do, would like to 
,do, &c., IS not equivalent to doing them. Do remember 
•that. Then, again, we lose so much time by doing so 
.many things exuberantly and thinly, by which we trmch 
on the ground of the next act. Compel yourself to do 
the work which belongs to four o'clock at four o'clock, 
and thereby to have completed the three o'clock one ; and 
•though you may seem to have to curtail the three o'clock 
•work, it will really result in its being done far more truly 
•by a more concentrated attention in a shorter time. 1 
might go on answering these objections at great length, 
but I have not room. 

'' JS^ow, how shall you divide your day P At what time 
is school P half-past nine P Then you will be at school at 
nine. The morning work is, of course, bounded by twelve 
o'clock ; and the afternoon work is confined between two 
and five. Thus, then, you have the key-note set to vour 
day by the necessary call of your daily duly. You have 
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your centre, and you have to coil round it the chain of 
your daily life. Make up your mind to do the work 
which belongs to your calling thoroughly and conscien- 
tiously ; do not curtail it or do other work in it. The 
more vigorously you apply yourself to your own peculiar 
province, the more vigorous and healthy will be tne acci- 
dental arrangements of the day. I should say, rise early : 
can you at six P — and read for your own personal profit. 
Hot school-work, till breakfast. You will then get tvo 
hours' reading each morning. If so, do not read books 
which directly bear on your work. Your work with your- 
self is to open your mind and strengthen your powers, 
not to gain knowledge only ; to prepare soil rather than 
to sow seed. 

" Let your reading take some such line as this : a ser- 
mon of Bishop Bull's or Bishop Wilson's ; some of Col- 
lier's Ecclesiastical History ; a piece of Latin translated 
into English from Cicero, if you are reading Latin ; if 
not, a piece of English composition ; and a short exercise 
in Latin, written well, and accurately parsed and con- 
sidered ; some mathematics or arithmetic. 

** Eead little and carefully. Either examine yourself in 
the week's work or get some one to do it for you ; and 
keep rigidly to your rule of work; you will do more than 
you can imagine in six months. In the evening, encou- 
rage one or Wo of your boys, particularly your elder ones, 
to come to tea with you, or to spend an hour and a half 
with you afterwards. It is most important you should 
know your boys, and they you : it will produce reality of 
intercourse, and increase your knowledge of human 
nature, its wants and appliances. Always do that from 
six to half-past seven. Then go to work at school- work : 
read for your history, divinity, and other lessons ; look 
over exercises, master difSiculties in arithmetic, &c. ; get 
ready for the next day's work ; do this till half-past nine, 
then take up more light and amusing work. Try and get 
in the habit of thinking quietly before going to rest. 
Try and get Saturday for at least a half-holiday, to 
examine yourself; to ao extra work ; to take walks u you 
can, with one or two of the boys, or to see them at their 
homes. Always get ready for Sunday carefully and 
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earnestly ; and let Sunday be marked, if jou are able, by 
having again some of those you teach with you, as a day 
fitted for good intercourse. 

" I have now given vou a sketch of the day and the 
week: I will say more, but must conclude for the present. 
Keep an account for each day, your little lesson of expe- 
rience and new information. I need not say how, above 
all, you must in your great calling, continually go to Him 
for grace, Whose children you are bringing up for 
heaven, and how necessary it is that at least three 
seasons of each day should be devoted to prayer and 
devotion. 

" I remain yours, very £uthfully and affectionately, 

"Ellersley. E. Mobdauitt." 



CHAPTEE XVII. 



THE riBST DEATH. 



Walteb had returned now a week ; the school-work had 
begun again. He was very dull, and found great comfort 
in going across and talking with Mr. Mordaunt. 

" I don't know how it is, sir," said he, the first evening 
that he was with the clergyman, " I feel inclined to give 
it all up in despair; I thought I had mastered my 
wretched infirmities, and I have been driving dear Ellen 
nea rly mad b y them. "What am I to do ?" 

" Well, Walter," said Mr. Mordaunt, " you must go 
on Btruggling, most likely, till you die ; and beyond that 
dark river there is no more, and you will be free. Till 
then, we do walk as captives with our fetters hanging 
about us. You make a mistake in imagining that, because 
you are striving to overcome a fault, you will get rid of 
your temptation to it ; or rather, that you will lose your own 
particular aptness to one particular form of temptation, 
simply because you have for a time overcome it. One 
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particular field, either from soil or locality, is apt to pro- 
duce some particular weed, and that weed will be dis- 
tinctly a different one from the produce of the next field. 
The husbandman may keep that weed down, but he does 
not destroy the tendency to that distinctive peculiarity. 
You will till you die have to struggle with that form of 
irritability and suspicion. The same fault broke out in 
God's people, spoken of in the Bible, till the end of 
their lives : — Jacob's earthly mindedness, Lot's love of 
ease, S. Peter's presumption and cowardice, were the 
leading features of their disposition to the «nd : their 
love to God was shown by cutting the weed down to the 
root the moment it appeared." 

''Thank you," said Walter, "there is great truth in 
that ;" and he went home comforted, and determined to 
fight day by day the battle, going step by step Zionwards ; 
*^ from strength to strength, tiU he might appear perfect 
before God in Zion." 

He had been home about a week, when the typhus 
fever broke out in the village, and three or four of the 
boys caught it. 

One evening, Walter was sitting by himself, reading ; 
a woman came to the door, and coming in timidly, 
presented the appearance of one who was suffering be- 
neath the pressure of poverty and want. She was very 
untidy in her appearance, and yet her countenance did 
not lack interest. 

" Perhaps, sir," said she, with a curtsey, " you don't 
know me — ^you know my boy. I'm Mrs. Holmes ; my 
boy is Edward Holmes, who comes to school." 

"Oh, yes," said Walter, "I know;" calling to his 
mind directly a tallish boy about thirteen, who had been 
at the schocu ever since tie came, but had never much 
attracted his attention. He was untidy in his appear- 
ance, anything but clever, and never had any point 
that attracted Walter's interest, though he had been 
very obedient, and had called out his master's blame as 
little as he had his praise. But, in fact, Walter had 
taken a dislike to him without any reason for it. 

" My Edward, sir," said the woman, " whom I dare say 
you know well enough, he's a good boy to his mother, 
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and she is a widow, and hasn't got ever another; ieaid 
what she'd do if he goes, the Lokd knows !" 

'* But who is his mother ?" said Walter. 

"Why I am, to be sure," said the woman, **and I'll 
tell no lie about it ; and if Edward dies, I don't know 
who's to pay the rent." 

" Well, is he ill, then ?" said Walter, " for I have not 
seen him for some few days at the school." 

'' Yes ; he's got the typhus fever, and is dying, if any« 
one ever was; and he takes on so wonderral about 
seeing you. You don't know, sir, how that boy loves 
you I" 

"Loves me!" sai^ Walter, his conscienoe suddenly 
smitinff him for having taken so little notice of one of his 
own sdiolars. 

" I hope you'll forgive the liberty I've taken ; I should 
be so thankful if you d come Mid see him." 

" Of course I will," said Walter; " I'll come directly* 
" But do tell me a little more about him ;" for his interest 
had begun to be a little awakened. 

" I haven't much to say about him," said the woman, 
" except that he has been always a good boy to me. He 
isn't a boy of many words ; he never loved any one very 
much, as I know of. He has always been his mother's 
own boy ; but he's a going now as fast as he can with 
the fever, and what I'm to do now, I don't know. He 
talks a deal about you, sir ; everything is the master with 
him, the good master ; it's quite wonderftil to hear the 
sayings the child has, which he learnt at school. I'm 
sure the child is ajs patient as a lamb ; yet he fancies he 
has got a deal to do oefore he is fit to die : if he has, I 
know those that have." 

The whole thing perplexed Walter much. He pro- 
mised her he would come immediately ; and putting on 
his hat, he set off. 

The cottage lay at the head of a small copse at the 
end of a sandy lane, which went down with two high 
banks and hedges. It was full twilight now; the air 
around was the cool and quiet of advanced summer ; the 
stars spangled the enormous vault above ; and the bark of 
the dog in the distance, or the croak of the frogs in tho. 
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ijlearest ponds, were nearly the onlj. acmnds which Btruck 
upon his ear. He had never but once visited this part of 
the village, so little had his interest been awakened by 
Edward. As he approached the cottage, he saw a faint 
yellow light in the wmdow, betokening a candle buming< 
A few she^ lay asleep on the bank between him and the 
cottage, and the continual tinkle of the wether-bell 
showed that they were stUl restless, and that; nisfht had 
not yet unfolded her tent above them. The garden g&te 
stood open before him; the high thatched roof of the 
cottage seemed to rest against the thick shadows of the 
wood behind him, and the sharp descent of the sandy 
lane on the left seemed to point the way to misty dis** 
tance. 

Walter went up to the cottage door, and knocked. 
The woman, who had preceded him, came to the door. 
A small hairy dog rushed at Walter's legs, and bit him 
through his trowsers : the wouMin beat him off with loud 
vociferations. The room into which Walter entered was 
wretched and untidy to excess ; the iumiture miserably 
scanty ; two chairs, the rush bottom of one of them being 
fairly out, — a broken oak table, whi(^ hardly had an inch 
plain or level,— ^one or two stools, and a number of dirty 
kitchen utensils lying about the floor, completed the 
furniture. A door stood open on the farther side of the 
room, which seemed to lead into a kind of shed or out« 
house, through which light was streaming. 

"Where's your boy ?'* said Walter. 

" In there," said the woman, pointing to the outhouse ; 
** he and I sleep there : the rats run about so upstairs, 
we can't sleep there— they terrify us so. You must ex- 
cuse my humUe house,'* said the woman, in a touching 
tone of conscious inferiority ; " things have all gone wrong 
since my good man died. I was determined to let my 
boy go to school as long as he could, to make him a 
scholar ; it is as good as money to him in the long-run. 
I know the odds of not being one by this time." 

Walter had entered the room; a burning rushlight 
stood upon a box by the side of the bed. The bed was 
low — almost upon the ground ; a heap of clothes lay in a 
comer of the room. A strong, dose smell of fever 
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lay heayj on the air. The boy's face, which Walter at 
once recognized, was turned towards the door ; it was 
wasted and sunk bj the ravages of illness. 

** Have 70U no neighbour to help 70U P" said Walter, 
turning to the woman. 

" No, sir," said the woman ; ** I live half a mile firom 
any one, and I've always kept to myself." 

" Does the doctor see your boy ?" said Walter. 

** No, sir," said she ; " I've sot the parish order, but 
the doctor nerer comes. They don't look after them sort 
much, sir, — taken up by the quality. The poor are bom 
to die, as they say, sir, as the sparks fly up'ard," said she, 
as she smoothed down the very ragged quilt on the bed 
of her boy. 

There was no tone of complaint about her voice ; she 
seemed to take it all for granted. 

" Haven't you sent for Mr. Mordaunt, the clergyman P" 
said Walter. 

"No, sir," said the woman, ''I never interferes with 
no one, and no one interferes with me. I don't like to 
go to such as they. — Edward, here's the master ; don't 
you know himP" said she. 

The poor boy lifted his head on his pillow, and pulled 
the front lock of his hair. 

" He always was so good for that, sir — so respectful, 
like ; I'm sure he'll go to the good place, if any one 
does. I knows of those as won't." 

" Well," said Walter, turning to the boy, " you wanted 
to see me, my boy ; I'm very sorry to see you so ill." 

''Yes, sir," said Edward, his face lighting up with a 
smile of pleasure, " I'm so glad jrou've come. Mother, 
do you mind leaving me alone with the gentleman for 
a few minutes P" 

"Daisy me I a secret, I suppose, that your mother 
mayn't hear. Oh, I wouldn't cast my shadow in no- 
body's way. — Yer sarvant, sir," said she, as she walked 
out of the room with a curtsey; and Walter was left 
alone with the school-boy. 

As soon as his mother lefb the room, Walter drew near 
the boy's bed. " Well," said he, " and what's the matter, 
my boy P" 
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The moment his mother lefb the room, the restraint 
seemed to he taken off Edward's mind, and a smile of the 
deepest recognition, — of a sympathy hetween himself and 
the schoolmaster, — lit up his features. 

" What's the matter ?" said Edward ; " why I suppose 
it's what you used to call dying, at school." 

And dying it clearly was; for hy the light of that 
slender rushlight Walter had seldom seen a more death- 
like countenance. But yet there seemed to be something 
so simple and real in the answer of th'e boy, that Walter 
was struck deeply. 

" When did I talk of dying at school P" said he. 

"Why, sir," said the boy, "don't you remember that 
afbemoon when you talked about the boy that died in the 
book ? and you said how our blessed Lobd had all the 
same sufferings, and what a comfort that was. I thought 
a deal of it at the time, though Bob Wilson said you 
were a fool, and said as how people didn't die, and that 
he knew ; but he was a bad boy, and I went home and 
dreamt of what you had said — such a beautiful dream, 
you can't think ; and since I've been ill, I've been think- 
ing whether it isn't what you called dying in the story, 
and I sent for you to tell me. I wish you would tell me 
what to do, for I do wish to do aU I can to be happy 
when I'm dead." And Edward laid his hands on the 
sheet, and by the movement of his fingers he showed how 
exhausted his remaining strength was. 

" Well," said Walter, " I think you do seem to be very 
ill, but what have you been doing ? for I can hardly tell 
you what to do, tiU I know what the past has been." 

"I have been doing, sir," said Edward, "what you told 
me,— that's all." 

" What I told you ?" said Walter ; " I never told you 
anything that I can recollect." 

"Why, you are always telling us things," said the 
boy, " am't you ?" 

" Oh, you mean telling the school things," said Walter, 

feeling perplexed at the peculiarity of the boy's manner. 

" Yes," said Edward, " and I was in the school. I have 

always done as you told us. A year ago you told us that 

we ought to say our morning and evening prayers kneel- 
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ing down ; and you told us to say the Lobb's Prayer and 
the sixty-third Psalm, and these three prayers out of the* 
Prayer-^ok ; and when I came home I hegan to write 
them down on this bit of board, 'cause mother ain't got 
a Prayer-Book: — ^yes, she has," said the boy, ^*for I 
wouldn't tell a lie, except that it's all torn out except the 
Ghunpowder Treason ; 'cause as how she left it in Cfhurch 
one Sunday, and when she came back she found it all 
torn, and she said as how the devil did it ; but I think it 
was Jim Parkins. So I had to borrow Henry's Prayer- 
Book ; you know him — the widow's son — he's always a 
kind boy ; so I copied them out on this bit of board, and 
the evening prayer on the other side, — the Lobb's 
Prayer, the sixty-third Psalm, and three collects, — and 
here they be, sir." 

So saying, he put his hand behind his bed, and brought 
out a piece of board painted white on each side, appar^itly 
a piece of panelling out of some broken shed, on which he 
had written his morning and evening prayers. 

"Mother hadn't got no paper, and I hadn't got no 
money to buy any ; so I thought this would do. The 
Ten Commandments, you know, were written on two 
tables of stone ; so I thought there would be no harm of 
my prayers being written on this piece of board." 

" Have you always for a whole year used this P" 

" Yes, sur ; for a whole year I have never missed, Qon 
knows, since the day you told us. Wasn't that right, 
sir ? won't it please Gob, sir, when I see Him P" 

" Oh, yes, quite right, my poor boy," said Walter, 
musing over the strange account. " ' I love them that 
love Me, and those that seek Me early shall find 
Me.' " 

" Ye8» sir," said Edward, looking earnestly at Walter, 
'^ and I'm going to see the great G-ob, as you said ; and 
you said, you know, 'Are not these things noted in Thy 
book?"^ 

"Yes, my dear fellow," said Walter; "but it is not 
only saying our prayers — ^it is our life also." 

" Oh, yes, sir, I know," said Edward ; " I know what 
you mean by that, and I hope I have tried to do what 
you've told me there. I was a poor, ignorant boy, sir, 
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and it wasn't till you spoke of it that day, sir, that I 
knew it was wrong. But 1 heard you say as how the 
man was struck dead in the brick-field by lightning, 
because Oon was angry with him ; so I then determined 
to leave off. I found it hard work, but 1 prayed to Gk)D. 
I did as you told us to do: I marked off a Dit of board 
with as many squares as days in the year, and I nicked 
off those days whea I didn't swear, and I put no nick to 
those when I did ; so, by the help of Gk)]>, and by doing 
that, Tyo broke through my habit, I think. Won't Gon 
be pleased when I see Him, do you think P" 

But Walter sat silent and astonished, for he remem* 
bered the day he had given the advice about the squares ; 
and as he sat looking on the dirty piece of board, all 
marked with squares, some crossed and some not, which 
Edward had put into his hand, " Is it possible," thought 
he, "that words said at random, or onlv directed to 
Henry and others, who perhaps hardly heeded them, 
ahould be treasured up in the oreast of this poor, neg- 
lected boy, whom I never noticed and scarcely Knew, and 
be bringing forth fruit, like seed scattered accidentally on 
a good soil, bringing forth a hundred fold P" 

X ea, Walter, tiiere ia a result ; an arrow shot at a ven- 
ture piercing through the armour. 

"Sir," said Edward, looking at Walter, "do you re- 
member, when you caned me with those other boys in 
the third clajss, for going out birds'-nesting on Sundaya^ 
and playing truant from Church P" 

" Yes," said Walter, " I remember the day exactly." 

" I didn't do it» sir," said Edward ; " it was Bobert told 
you I did." 

"Why didn't you tell me it was not youP" said 
Walter, anxiously and surprised. 

"I did, sir," said Edward; "I told you three times 
over, but you wouldn't believe me, but caned me. You 
believed Kobert, sir, and he wasn't a g;ood boy ; for he 
waa one of those who went birds'-nesting, and he gave 
the other boys brandy-balls not to tell of it." 

Walter clearly recollected the day, and felt struck to 
the heart at the remark of the boy. 
, " You don't know," said Edward, /' how your caning 
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disheartened me ; I felt as I couldn't be good any more: 
I didn't say my prayers for two days ; but then I thought 
how bad I was. I was getting acorns up in a tree, and 
the bough broke, and I fell down ; and 1 thought, Sup- 
pose 1 &e? and 'then I began to say my prayers again. 
I thought I ought to tell you of it, because it lay like a 
weight upon me, if I'm a dying boy." 

There, Walter, how do you feel now ? — disheartened a 
little P In spite of all your boasted influence over in- 
dividual character, throiigh continued neglect and indis- 
criminate violence, you had nearly lost a soul. Here is a 
blight to all your expectations ! here is a crack in the per- 
fect figure of yourself that you had been moulding ! 

It is so, thought Walter ; but Mr. Mordaunt occurred 
to his mind, and he thought, what would Mr. Mordaunt 
do and say now ? He comd fancy him saying, *^ Walter, 
Gob never intends us, to have a perfect model for oneself; 
or one day He will mar it with His own sun." 

" Very true," said Walter, looking suddenly at Ed- 
ward, whose large eye he foiuid fixed steadily upon his 
face. "My poor boy," said Walter, "I was very, very 
much to blame ; I remember quite well caning you, but 
you must forgive my hastiness. I thank 6od that 
you gave up your duty to Him for so short a time 
only." 

"Mayn't I see the clergyman?" said Edward. "Do 
you think he'd come and see me, if you told him P" 

" Yes," said Walter, rising, " Mr. Mordaunt will come 
immediately : I will go and fetch him." 

"Oh, thank you, sir," said Edward; "but do, sir, 
before you go, kneel down and say some of those 
prayers you said morning and evening; I used to love 
them so. 

" That I will," said Walter, kneeling down, and saying 
the same prayers he had been in the habit of using at 
school. 

Edward joined his feeble hands together, and went 
through each sentence in a whisper. As soon as he had 
come to the end of the well-known prayers Edward had 
so often silently offered up, Walter paused before the 
place where the hymn was introduced. It was Friday, 
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and the hymn they ever used for Friday had in it the 
verse — 

« " Oh, dying Lamb, that predous Blood 
Shall never lose its power." 

At this moment, when "Walter was pausing, not know- 
ing what quite to do, the poor sufferer, in a voice of 
much sweetness, sung voluntarily the verses of the well- 
known hymn. 

All was again silent. "Oh," thought Walter, "how 
much have I been to blame! but how beautifully has 
God led and taught, with His own hand, this neglected 
boy! While I was taken up with the clever and the 
affectionate, this poor child has been sitting in his neg- 
lected corner, drinking in words which will be to him 
everlasting life." 

He hastened to Mr. Mordaunt, and soon returned with 
the kind and watchful minister. 

Mr. Mordaunt was as much struck with the develope- 
ment of Christian chara<jter in the poor boy as Walter 
was. Extreme simplicity and viewmg every religious 
act in its real light, was the feature of Edward's mind. 
His affection for Walter was most touching : he seldom 
took his eyes off him while he was in the room with Mr. 
Mordaunt, and the simple and natural way in which he 
constantly referred to him, as the author and source of 
his religious impressions, affected the young schoolmaster 
deeply. 

Mr. Mordaunt questioned him closely in regard to his 
Christian faith, and his willingness to serve G-od. He 
was very ignorant on some points, but in all respects 
most anxious to do God's will wherever he knew it^ 
" LoBD, what wilt Thou have me to do ?" seemed the 
"burden of Edward's heart. He spoke roughly, but his 
words were full of reality and truth. Mr. Mordaunt 
prayed with him ; Walter joined in the prayer, and they 
tooK leave. 

In passing through the outer room, they had a short 
conversation with the mother, who bore the most ample 
and remarkable testimony to the influence of Walter's 
conduct over her child. 
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*'lt'0 all tlie master,^' said the woman; *' for the last 
nine months, the master this, and the master that, till I 
am almost sick of it. If there is anything I wafited done, 
I've onl^ got to say, it would please the master, and he'd 
do it du*ectlj. And as to his prayers, you wouldn't be- 
lieye ; he prays like a scholar, and that s all because the 
master, as he says, told him he ought." 

"Well, Walter," said Mr. Mordaunt, turning down 
the lane, " what more encouragement can you haye than 
that f It is Gob, crowtdng your efforts in a most beau- 
tiful manner, as far as that boy goes ; and you haye simply 
worked for Gon's sake, and haye been unconscious of any 
second motiye in what youVe done for Him. You haye 
sayed his soul under God, and it will go to your account 
at the last day." 

" But, sir," said Walter, " I'm only conscious of neglect 
in that boy's* case ; I don't understand what you mean." 

'' That is," said Mr. Mordaunt, " you haye not been 
conscious of petting him, loying him, and spoiling him ; all 
the words ot your's which haye told on him haye simply 
been words you haye said under a sense of duty to GK>j>. 
You haye been conscious of working hard for Henry, or 
for Patrick, because you were conscious of the deep loye 
you haye felt for them ; but that is, though a justifiable, 
yet a second motiye, and yery likely has done them some 
amount of damage, where you might haye done a great 
deal of good. To this poor boy you haye done no damage, 
but all good ; you haye brought him under the full light 
of God's sun, and haye not cast one shadow of your own 
figure oyer its disc. There are many men, my dear 
Walter, in this world, who are always trying to do good* 
It would be a yery happy thing if they woukL learn, that 
doing well is better than doing good." 

It would be quite needless here to giye the details of 
Edward's illness and dying scene : both were most satis- 
factory. Mr. Mordaunt went to see him eyery day ; and 
Walter's eyening work daily was to walk down the quiet 
haxe, which led to Edward's cottage, sometimes taking 
little Henry as a companion, and sometimes walking 
alone. 

The leading feature of Edward's last days waa that of 
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rapid development of GhiiBtian character. It seems to 
be often God's way to bless those who have been single- 
minded, and simple in life, however ignorant they may 
be, and even narrow-minded, with great and rapid de- 
velopement of character in the last iOness; they are like 
those simple flowers in the field, which shoot up within 
their own narrow bells, until the shining of the full 
meridian sun, and then opening their closed petals beneath 
his benignant light, thev expand the whole of their tiny 
bosoms to his love, and drop their leaves to die. So, often 
it is on the deathbed : the character fully opens out be- 
neath the sun of God's forgiving love, and only has just 
time to expose its full self before it passes from this scene 
altogether. 

On the night on which Edward died, Walter was 
roused from his sleep to accompany Mr. Mordaunt 
to the scene of death, to receive with his pupil his last 
Communion. 

When they entered ihe room, Edward was propped up 
with pillows ; his eye was glazed with approaching death, 
and his breath was beginning to assume that peculiar 
sound belonging only to the beach of the dark river. 
The moment Walter entered, the sufferer stretched Out 
his wasted hand towards him, and his eye lit up with in« 
tense joy at seeing one whom he so deeply loved. Walter , 
knelt by the bedside, and took his hand in his. 

" Oh, sir," said he, " I want to thank you so ve^ very 
much for all you have done for me. I shall tell God of 
it when I see Him ; if I go to Paradise, I shall watch 
every one who opens the door to see when you come in. 
Do you think it will be twenty years, or longer, or 
shorter, before we shall meet again ?" 

The boy looked steadily and earnestly in Walter's face, 
as if he expected an answer to this most real and simple 
question. To him heaven was a reality. 

" Come and sit by Ae," said Edward to Walter, as Mr. 
Mordaunt took his place on one side of the bed. 

Walter sat down and took the already cold and clammy 
hand in his, which indicated so truly the approach of the 
last struggle ; the dews of the dark river were rapidly 
rising around the poor boy on its hither bank. He had 
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approached it through a solitary and rugged path, and 
his companions had been but few; still the path led 
as certainly to the broad cold belt of waters, which 
bounds the whole limits of man*s journey, as those better 
known and softer pathways which lead to its shore. 

" Do you feel willing to die P" said Mr. Mordaunt to 
Edward. 

" I don't know why I shouldn't be," said the boy ; " if 
I am to go from this world to the good place. He always 
used to say at school, * that to those to whom to live was 
Chbist, to die was gain,' " said he turning to Walter as 
he spoke. 

" Yes, but," said Mr. Mordaunt, " you are Yery young, 
and if you die now, you are going away from the world 
just at the time most people enjoy it." 

"Perhaps, if I'd lived longer, I might have been 
tempted like Joseph, but not have withstood as he did: 
there's many a boy has tried to laugh me out of going to 
church, and I might have given way at last." 

" It is sad to have to leave your mother, though," said 
Mr. Mordaunt, determining to probe and test Edward's 
state of mind to the bottom. 

"Yes, sir," said Edward, "but I know God will take 
care of her. If I were to live, I could do nothing, except 
He would help me, and He can help her without me, 
when I am gone. Don't you remember, sir,"" turning to 
Walter, " the story you told us so often about Elijah and 
the widow : if Gon took care of one. He would take care 
of the .other?" 

The way in which he appealed to the schoolmaster, as 
to him who had laid the foundation-stone to each portion 
of his building, was most touching. 

" But how do you know, Edward," said Mr. Mordaunt, 
"that your life has been Chbist' s, as you said just 
now?" 

" Oh, sir, I know my life has been full, quite full of 
faults and weaknesses beyond my counting, but I know, 
for a long time past, I've been trying to do what I could, 
praying all the while ; and I feel, though I have been bad 
AS the poor prodigal, I am quite wiUmg to say, I will 
bear whatever You put upon me, * make me as one of 
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Thy hired servants ;' and if I can say that, sir, with all 
my heart, mayn't I hope He will have compassion on me, 
and forgive me, as the father did the prodigal son? 
mayn't I, sir ?" 

" Certainly, Edward," said Mr. Mordaunt after a mo- 
ment's pause. " But suppose God were to order you 
should He <5n this bed many weeks longer, suffering as 
you have done, what would you feel then ?" 

"Oh, sir," said Edward; "every night I try to feel 
how little I've done for God, and I always hope and pray 
that He'll let me hear in my death as much as I can 
instead." 

Mr. Mordaunt sat thoughtfully for a few minutes ; he 
was struck with the wonderful reality of the boy's view 
of religion, and his simple faith. He could not discover 
a flaw in his condition of mind, rough and rugged as it 
was; it was God's own woi'k, God's own teaching. 
*' Well, my dear boy," said Mr. Mordaunt, "may God 
be with you to the end ; I administer to you your first 
and last Communion, if so it should be, with peilect trust 
and confidence." 

It was a scene of the most beautiful serenity around 
that death-bed pillow. 

Two days more and Edward was no longer a resident in 
this world of chance and change ; his spirit went to God. 
Walter was with him when he died, and the poor boy 
breathed his last with one hand in Walter's, and his eye 
fixed on the young schoolmaster, swelling with tears of 
gratitude: and as he drew his last breath, Walter* heard 
him say, " God bless you, sir, for what you have done for 
my soul." 

He gazed on the silent corpse ; a few minutes after he 
left the room, and then took his solitary walk home. 

It was half-past three in the morning and the earliest 
dawn of mommg, and long shadows had begun already 
to prepare themselves under the stems of grass and the 
boughs of the trees. The scene was in unison M'ith his 
feelings, the world was silent; "How much," thought 
Walter, " have I complained of the want of results to 
my work, and God in His infinite mercy has taken one 
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to Himself, who will bear witness at the judgment to my' 
unconscious work for his soul ; blessed be God for His 
ixtfinite grace ! may I nevOT again count any thing com* 
mon or unclean, may I consider every child committed to 
my trust as a gifb from the Gross of ChIrist !'* 

With these thoughts Walter entered his home and fell 
asleep, musing on Edward's blessed change, and the great 
lesson in life he was learning. 



CHAPTEE XVHL 

THE COILMITTEE. 

Walter had one great difficulty to contend with ; it 
was so difficult to get a sufficient supply of school fur- 
niture, of maps, &c. ; all these were supplied by funds in. 
the hands of a committee. 

" I am so very anxious," said he one morning to Mrv 
Mordaunt, when he came into the school, " to get a fresh 
supply of books ; these are so dry and didactic, and for- 
mal, making " learning to read" transparent ; the boys 
always seem to me to feel they are not reading a r^ 
book, but a book put together on purpose for them. 
Then too the maps are so pale and colourless, and 
crowded with names, so unattractive to children ; sdl the 
things, slates and every thing, seem to have ' made for 
education' written on them, which I find such a hindrance. 
Would you use your influence, and try to get us some- 
thing fresh ?" 

Mr. Mordaunt smiled, and said, " I entirely agree with 
you ; I will do what I can, but I'm afraid the committee 
will be very hard to move. Isn't it rather a pity to dis- 
card the old books P Don't you think it is the want of 
life in the teacher ?" said Mr. Mordaunt, looking across 
the room. 

Walter stared in astonishment;. 
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. *' With regard to the maps I agree with you rather 
more; but still, if you were to Slustrate them more 
vividly and point out the chief places with a stick, the 
children I suppose would take it as well as if they were 
in strong colours." 

" Oh yes," said Walter, drily. 

"But ru do what I can," said Mr. Mordaunt. «I 
quite approve of the principle; but it's rather a good 
tmng to make people work through difficulties." 

" What I" said Walter suddenly and quickly, in a very 
mortified tone of voice. 

"Well," said Mr. Mordaunt, *<I very much doubt 
whether we gain much by making things easy of ap{>re^ 
hension ; it makes them lie so on the sumoe of the mind 
without going into it. When a little fellow screws up 
the top of his nose, wrinklea his forehead, and brings his 
eyes together into a narrow creek, trying to make a place 
out on the map, it always seems to me it will go deeper 
into him : but when he sees Prance painted as red as a 
soldier's coat, and you point out Fans, he says, ' Oh 
yes !' there is no effcHrt*" 

" That's funny," said Walter half to himself and half 
aloud, stiU in a vexed tone. 

" Funny ?" said Mr. Mordaunt. 

" I beg your pardon, sir," said Walter, colouring and 
bursting out laughing, " I hardly knew I was speaking 
my thoughts out loud." 

" I wish you would much oftener than you do,'* said 
Mr. Mordaunt. " I wish to be more your frigid than 
you will let me." 

" Do you really ?" thought Walter to himself ; " that ia 
really very odd. I want to make him a &iend, I know that^'^ 

The school-committee met on the Ist of July, in thai 
boy's school-room, at seven in the evening^. Mr. Briscoe 
and Mr. Plumtree came. Mr. Briscoe was a. tall man^ 
with a white tie, thin £ice, good looking; he was evit 
dently either a clergyman or a gentleman who had retired 
into the country. 

Mr. Plumtree waa short and fiiir, with a white waist- 
coat and green tail-coat^ and Uu^ and white cheeked 
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linen neckerchief, looking yery cool ; a gold watch chdin, 
nankeen trowsers, shoes, white stockings above them; 
very gentlemanly and cautious. 

Mr. Lawson was there, a retired tradesman from Lon- 
don, very busy in the parish ; a great quantity of black 
hair and whiskers, which found their way to each other 
under his chin, and there effected a junction something 
like what you would imagine the waters of the Pacific 
and Atlantic will do when the Isthmus of Darien is cut 
through. He wore a blue coat, gilt buttons, dark blue 
satin waistcoat, grey trowsers, tight : kept his hat in his 
hand, and smelt of scent ; lips evidently formed for talk, 
and his eyes for suspicion ; talked to everybody, knew 
everybody's affairs, and got snubbed nine times out 
of ten. 

Mr. Peep was a small thin man of sixty-five; his face was 
very shrivelled ; he had exceedingly small blue eyes, and 
wore a high stiff white neckcloth ; he walked very up* 
rightly, and always had his brown silk umbrella, on the 
finest and most cloudless weather, under his arm; he 
wore an old-fashioned shirt-pin in his shirt, with a piece 
of red coral on the top ; the blacking of his shoes always 
shone like an ^gis, late in the afbemoon as well as in tne 
momins;; he always went to London daily, but none 
knew where his work was, and he returned every evening ; 
he was on the school-committee. 

Then there was Mr. Lepean : he had a large place on 
the further side of the parish from Sir Stafford ; he had 
made a considerable fortune from mercantile speculations ; 
he was a man of great business habits, lived in great 
splendour and luxury, and had the character of being 
tery hospitable ; he was a person of great weight in the 
neighbourhood; everyone respected his opinion and 
coveted his acquaintance. 

There was also a Mr. Willis present: a member of 
committee, a person of some little knowledge of science 
and natural philosophy ; crotchety ; a man who knew 
everybody who was peculiar in any line of invention ; 
advised everybody on every subject. 

Then we must not omit a very important member of 
the school-committee,-— a Mr. Cadel, who had been eight 
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times churchwarden in a large provincial town ; he had 
in that capacity learned the power of eloquence, in his 
own estimation, and had an extraordinary power of speak- 
ing and an extraordinary facility of turning every subject 
into a speech* If five pounds were to be voted, he was on 
his legs. ." Five pounds, gentlemen, is five pounds, and 
should be looked at and treated as five pounds. It will 
not do to neglect the consideration of money because its 
amount is small. "No, gentlemen, it will not do, it will 
not do.'* He struck his stick on the floor, though no one 
present intended to make light of the five pounds. Poor 
Mr. Cadel looked round and round in vain to find any 
one who might be an antagonist, and become a foil to 
his churchwarden logic. 

We must not forget a Mr. Laurie, a solicitor who lived 
in the parish : smaU, thin, crooked, and scraggy, but very 
clever : untidy, and sarcastic. His great delight was to 
pull down everything, and to build up nothing. When- 
ever he spoke, poor Mr. Cadel sprang to his legs, hoping 
he had got an opportunity, but as fast as he did so, Mr. 
Laurie was sure to turn to the window, and whistle Don 
Giovanni. 

Such was the assembly now gathered on the evening 
above mentioned of the school-committee* 

Mr. Mordaunt was in the chair. 

There was seldom much to do in these committees, and 
the greater part of the time was usually spent in discuss- 
ing the price of com, the politics of the (by, or the state 
of the weather. 

" Gtentlemen,'* said Mr. Mordaunt, " the first thing to 
propose to-day is that a purchase of maps and school- 
books should be made for the school, at the request of the 
schoolmaster.'* 

" I see no necessity, no necessity, gentlemen ; necessity 
ought to be proved. We are curators of public money," 
said Mr. Cadel. 

" I am quite prepared to prove the necessity," said Mr. 
Mordaunt, cuttmg short the churchwarden's oratory. 

" The maps, if I remember right, were only bought 
three years ago. I think I have the account in my 
pocket," said Mr. Cadel, thrusting his finger into his 
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waistcoat-poc^et, where the aceounts were always kept. 
" Here they are, £1. ISs, 6|i^.,— the halfpenny was fcxr the 
boy who carried the i>areel &om the carrier's cart to the 
school-house. Very important, gentlemen, to be rery 
exact in accounts, especiaUy with public money." He 
turned and looked at Idr. Laune, who immediately 
whistled Don Giovanni. The churchwarden's eye sunk 
on Mr. Feen, who was biting the ivory head of his brown 
silk umbrella. 

" Oh, yes, yes, yes, very true," said Mr. Peep, who 
always agreed with what was said by the person who last 
looked at him. 

'' Well," said Mr. Mordaunt, '' the maps are veir pale, 
badly printed, and crowded with names, very confusing ; 
there is a great improvement in maps lately." 

i^ I suppose," said Mr. Cadel, captiously, " they are 
quite clear enough for ploughboys, to whom it does not 
matter much to know that 8. Petersburgh is in the Gulf 
of Bothnia." 

" They hadn't very clear maps in your young days/* 
said Mr. Laurie^ loo&ing out of the window as he spoke ; 
" eh ?" 

Mr. Lepean laughed, but the poor churchwarden did 
not see the point of the joke, and was happy in the igno- 
rance of his own mistake. 

'< The chief difficulty that I see," said Mr. Lepean, who 
was playing with an inkstand, ^' is the cost of these maps* 
I suppose they will not cost under a pound, Mr. Mor- 
daunt ? do you think so ?" 

'^ I suppose not," said Mr. Mordaunt. 

" How will the firnds bear that P" said Mr. Lepean. 
^' Have you any other proposals to make for purchase ?" 

" A few Bibles are wanted very much indeed, and some 
Prayer-books for the boys to use in church." 

" Well," said Mr. Lepean, " as far as I can see, that 
will run up a bill very near upon three pounds. Gentle- 
men, we are the guardians of a public fund, and we must 
be careful." 

I forgot to say that Mr. Lepean had a private for- 
tune of £20,000 a year, which he derived from his wife, 
besides what he had saved from business. He was a most 
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excellent man, and gave splendid entertaimnents, and, as 
people said, '' it was a delightful thing to see such a man 
in cnurch ; it gave such a credit to the service." 

" Good, dear, charming Mr. Lepean,*' said Lady Olivia, 
^'it is so delightful to see his religious figure in church.*' 

I ought to mention one thing in addition to the above* 
mentioned sums, that he had £100 a year left by an 
ancestral aunt, with the express provision that this one 
hundred pounds should be spent yearly on the wants of 
the parish: of this hundred pounds Mr. Lepean was 
most rigidly careful, even down to the spending of a 
farthing ; he profusely gave out of his own income five 
pounds a year to the school, and five pounds to the poor ; 
and this, considering the poor-rates and church-rates, 
was handsome, out of £30,000 a year ; but while he was 
profuse with his own, he was most rigidly severe with his 
aunt's hundred ; the accounts were kept most exactly, 
and there was a report that not twenty pounds yearly out 
of it went to the poor, so carefully was it kept. &ood 
Mr. Lepean was so anxious that this small fund should 
be managed in a most businesslike manner, that he 
had appointed his favourite bailiff as curator of it, and 
gave him £50 a year out of it for his trouble in dis- 
tributing the remainder. Once a poor man, whose means 
were reduced by long illness, actually ventured to ask for 
some of this. 

" The insolence of the poor," said Mr. Lepean, " is 
past aU bounds ; give an inch, they take an ell ; what 
they will come to at length, there really is no telling ; 
they'll tread us ajl down ; it is our duty, my dear Lady 
Olivia, it is our duty, however painful, to keep the poor 
back. 

The poor man, who asked for this money most de* 
servedly was refused, and .from that day forward lost his 
parish pay : Mr. Lepean was chairman to the Board of 
Guardians. 

Oh what a happiness it is that rich men will some- 
times take such disinterested trouble to keep so exactly 
the charitable trusts of the poor ! 

The fact is, good Mr. Lepean almost neglected his 
own property in looking after this sacred sum ; he gave 
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champagne at bis dinner parties, without ever counting 
the bottles, so unselfish was he ; yet with this sum he 
was scrupulously careful with the last penny ; how good it 
would be if other rich men would follow his example ! 
— the props and pillars of the fabric of society — ^the 
tesselated pavement covering its muddy floor— the stained 
glass of all its windows ! 

" I cannot," said Mr. Lepean, " give my vote to this 
wilful expenditure of public money ; nearly three pounds 
for maps, Prayer-books and Bibles, impossible! what 
do you say, Mr. Peep ?'* 

** Oh, impossible, impossible, quite impossible !'* said 
that gentleman. 

'^I think you have a small charitable trust at your 
command, Mr. Lepean," said the lawyer ; '* I think, per- 
haps, you might increase our school funds out of that, if 
it IS not all bespoken." 

''Impossible," said Mr. Lepean, with perfect compo- 
sure ; " it all has its own channel." 

" You must see," said Mr. Cadel starting up, "it is quite 
impossible to interfere with public trust ; I was myself 
for many years churchwarden to the parish of 8. Mar- 
garet's. J f Mr. Lepean 's relative left that money to the 
poor, it can't be given to the school." 

" Yes it can," said the lawyer. 

" Quite impossible !" said the churchwarden ; " I can 
prove it from most incontrovertible evidence ; I remem- 
ber a case when I was churchwarden of exactly a similar 
nature." 

His eye unfortunately rested on Mr. Peep, who imme- 
diatelv said, " Oh yes, yes, perfectly true ;" poor Mr. 
Peep I he was a most useful member of the committee ; 
like mortar between the bricks. 

** I don't quite see," said Mr. Plumtree in a quiet tone, 
^ why we shouldn't grant this money if Mr. Mordaunt 
wishes it." 

" Quite so," said Sir Stafford, nodding to Mr. Plum- 
tree. 

" But," said Mr. "Willis, " if you'll permit me to speak, 
where does Mr. Mordaunt propose to get these books ; I 
have an idea all these things are done in a most expen* 
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fiive way ; now, if you'll take my advice, I will answer to 
reducing the sum to two pounds ten, if you will purchase 
them as I would recommend. I know a friend of mine, 
who. will supply your school with paper, at two-pence 
a ream cheaper than any stationer in London ; he wUi give 
you Church of England Prayer-books at two-pence half- 
penny each, when they are sold by the Christian Know- 
ledge Society for three-pence ; and maps, beautiful maps, 
highly coloured, at sixpence apiece cheaper than Eoake* 
and Varty in the Strand." 

" Indeed!" said Mr. Plumtree. 

" That's the man for us," said Mr. Cadel. 

" Well— but," said Mr. Mordaunt. 

'* Good, good, good," said Mr. Peep. 

"Saving of public money," said Mr. Lepean. 

" Important ; where is your friend ?" said Sir Stafford. 

« He lives at Trebizond," said Mr. Willis. 

" Well," said Mr. Mordaunt, " we shall be a long time 
before we hear from him, and these things are wanted 
directly." 

« If you'll let me write to him," said Mr. Willis, " I 
think we might possibly hear in a few weeks." 

"It is most important to save every penny," said Mr. 
Lepean; "I feel so deeply the responsibility of my 
trust." 

" Exactly so, exactly so," said Mr. Cadel. " When I 
was churchwarden of S. Margaret's, an exactly similar 
case occurred: the Clergyman wanted a large Prayer 
Book to read the service from, and it took exactly six 
months to get one, and in the mean time he was obliged 
to use a sixpenny one of his wife's, they were so careful 
of public money." 

" Grreat fools for their pains," said the lawyer. " Take 
a pinch of snuff. Sir Stafford P" 

Up rose Mr. Cadel. " They were not fools for their 
pains, sir, they were honest men." 

" Sir !" said the lawyer ; " did you speak ?" 

•* No, no, no," said Mr. Peep, on whom the lawyejp's 
eye unconsciously rested. 

" Do you mean to contradict me ?" said Mr. Cadel, his 
wrath rising to an ungovernable height. 
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"JSoy no, no," said Mr. Peep in very considerable 
alarm, " by no means ; I merely meant to agree with the 
last gentleman who spoke." 

"Oh!" said the lawyer. 

^' No, gentlemen," said Mr. Gadel, again bursting in at 
the interval of the storm, " the charitable trust will—" 

'* I think," said Sir Stafford, turning to the chair, " we 
might adjourn the meeting, we are not likely to come to 
a conclusion to-night." 

" Two pound eighteen," said Mr. Mordaunt, " is the 
whole sum required, and the books and maps are really 
needed for the school." 

" Two pound eighteen w two pound eighteen," taid 
Mr. Cadel. 

Mr. Mordaunt saw the case was hopeless ; he adjourned 
the meeting. The various members quickly fell into their 
own subject-matter. 

"The next meeting of the hounds," said Sir Stafford. 

" The state of consols," said Mr. Lepean. 

•* The condition of the farming interests," said Mr> 
Plumtree. 

" My ducks," said Mr. Peep, *' and chickens." 

" G-ood night, gentlemen !" said Mr. Mordaunt, as he 
left the room, and the door closed on the schod-room and 
left it empty to spiders, and mice, and souls of little bovs ; 
crumbs of cheese and bread on the floor, dead cockroaches 
and roses, and pale twilight glimmering on the white- 
wash, torn Prayer Sooks and broken Bibles, crickets 
chirping on the hearth, the form where Henry sat, and 
the waU against which the head of Jonah rested, the 
nursery of a hundred immort^ souls, the heaving cradle 
for a whole generation. 

The school-room was left empty, and in came the devil 
and planned for to-morrow's assault ; and in came trok>p8 
of good spirits, guardians of little children. Happv 
children, to have your accounts so well kept, and the rich 
so earnest to steward your money well I Happy child- 
ren, not a farthing will be Igst which belongs to yeur 
school fund ! Oh, ve poor ! why do ye not value more 
than you do the self-denying caution of the rich P 

" Imagine, my dear Mi;. Swdaunt," said Lady Olivia, 
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laying her primrose-gloTed hand on the arm of Mr. Mor- 
dfuint^ '^ imagine that dear good Mr. Lepean ; the dinner 
party we were at at his hoase last, mukt lutve cost at 
feast a hundred pounds; the champagne and claret! 
imagine how that must circulate through trade, why 
everyhody was there : so profuse, so hospitable, so liberal, 
so careless of what belongs to himself, so careful of what 
belongs to the poor." 

^ Indeed !*' said Mr. Mordaunt drily. 

I forgot to say, that the day after the committee, Mr 
Mordaunt sent up two pound eighteen to London and 
bought all the requisites for the school out of his own 
pocket, so that there was no need for the adjourned 
committee. 



CHAPTEE XIX. 

TOTTITG MEN. 

Mb. MoBDATTifrT often used to take walks with Walter 
on Saturday afternoons, and sometimes a little on Sunday 
evening in summer. One Sunday evening as they were 
walking together, they took the route by Henry's cot- 
tage ; the evening was without a doud, the grass lately cut 
in the field gave a gilded appearance to the shorn stems ; 
the hedges thickly set with dark leaves, seemed to slum- 
ber against the glowing west ; insects bom at sunset and 
to die at midnight frolicked through their evening life, 
mad with gaiety ; crickets shriekea after each other at 
ibe bottom of the blades of grass, as if trying to terrify 
each other in merry mockery ; scarlet poppies stared out 
of the golden com, and com-flowem wept modestly at 
the vamty of their gay brothers ; childrcai laughed and 
hallooed in the distant lanes, like sounds in drettns ; and 
the trees hung in pensive stillness upon the air, as if their 
youth was over and th^ had come to meditative age. 

Mr. Mordaunt and Walter sat upon a stile, and gazed 
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on the still scene. Fgur boys came over behind them, in 
the lane, wanting to cross the stile ; Mr. Mordaunt and 
Walter directly got off. One boy whispered to the other 
three, and they ^1 burst out laughing. The first put his 
hand on the stile, and vaulted over it ; another boy .tried 
the same, and fell back into the ditch ; and there waa 
a loud shout of laughter. At last they all crossed 
the stile, and the last one pulled his cap over his eyes as. 
he went by. Walter saw it was Bobert. An impertinent 
smile was on his face ; he put his hands into his pockets ; 
he had not the courage to look up. At last they were all 
gone, and Mr. Mordaunt and Walter resumed their 
place. 

" That boy is ruined," said Walter. 

" He is indeed," said Mr. Mordaunt. ** I wish I knew 
what to do with him and the other young men of the 
kind. I always feel it is the most difficult part in pa- 
rochial work to keep one's hold on boys when they leave 
school." 

" The evenings ruin them," said Walter. " They get 
together at skittles, or the tap-room, and the cleverest of 
them hold forth against what is good, and then it is all 
up with the rest." 

" We ought to have reading-rooms and clubs to enter- 
tain them in the evening, and you, Walter, ought to 
work the idea: the schoolmaster is just the man." 

" I would gladly," said Walter, " do anything towards 
such a work, if you would put me in the way of it." 

" It is very difficult," said Mr. Mordaunt, with a sigh ; 
" if there was some rich layman who would come forward 
and help us, instead of what we have here, every rich 
person more or less opposing such efforts." 

"Do they?" said Walter. 

" Yes, everv one," said Mr. Mordaunt. " I do believe, 
if every vouth in the village kept out of the way, got 
roaring drunk everv night, and committed every sin, that 
they would be per^ctly satisfied to think no more about 
them and would ask no questions, and would simply tell 
their children they were poor wicked youths and therefore 
ought not to be touched ; whereas, if a man makes ai^ 
effort to bring them under a life of discipline and religious 
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habit, even though he succeed, with God's help, in break- 
ing down the habits of drunkenness, lying, swearing, 
the rich see no whit of good in the work that's done ; and 
if one of the youths happens to pass them without touch- 
ing his cap and with an air of independence, they abuse 
them and run you down for the effort you have been 
making, as if lack of some external mark of respect were 
as heinous a crime in the sight of GrOD as the breach of the 
ten Commandments ; quite forgetting that the mere fact 
of the youths being brought to church, and brought into 
closer contact with them, makes every such little neglect 
still more palpable and remarkable, though it probably 
existed in tpnfold force before ; and yet they talk of the 
parish being ruined by such efforts. It simply means 
this, that if you try and succeed in bringing the youth of 
a village out of immorality and ignorance into religion 
and knowledge, by leading them oftener to church, and 
they happen to crowd the road on Sunday evening, along 
which the rich man has to pass, or to pass our rich friend 
without touching their cap, you are to be run down as a 
promoter of rebellion, and there's no end to the solemn 
faces that meet you at every turn. You are assailed 
with the charge of being the ruin of the parish and the 
labourer ; and yet these gentlemen can sit quietlv at home, 
by their firesides every winter's evening, and know that 
the tap-room, within a quarter of a mile of their gate, 
reeks with the fumes of drunkenness and lust, and echoes 
like a hell-cavern with the yells of the blasphemer, and 
yet they concern themselves nothing; about the matter.^' 

"What do you do," said "Wiuter, "on such occa- 
sions?" 

" I don't care a farthing about it," said Mr. Mordaunt, 
" and go on in the same course to the end." 

"You used the word 'ignorance' just now," said 
Walter. " Do you think sin comes from ignorance ?" 

" I have no doubt it does in a large proportion, and 
that if many of those who are now sinners were clearly- 
taught the way to heaven and their duty, and the peace 
and comfort of serving God, they would in many cases 
give up their sinful path and follow those of holiness and 
peace." 
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^^Then," said Walter, ^*it is of great imporbaxice for 
everyone to be educated ?" 

'' Certainly/' eaid Mr. Mordaunt. 

'' I wish 1 could do something to help in it ; I think 
I could make a gathering of young men in the eyening." 

*' Well,'' said Mr. Mordaunt, "there is no doubt that 
is the right line, and the schoolmaster is the man to 
pursue it. I will do all I can to help you. I wrote to 
you B letter on the subject when you were away. If^" 
continued Mr. Mordaunt, " a youth like Eobert had had 
full employment of his time and rigid discipline at home 
and at senool, instead of being spoilt by Mr. Dickson, 
Miss Spriggs, and his mother, he would not have been 
what he is now. I am quite sure that we little know how 
much harm comes on the intelligent poor by not giving 
them faH power to read and write. I don't see for my 
part that a drunken fool is better than a drunken 
scholar ; but of this hereafter." 



CHAPTEE XX. 

THE BOBBEBT. 

It was one dark evening in November that Walter bad 
been drinking tea with Mr. Mordaunt ; he had sat later 
than usual, and was returning by himself. He was fond 
of being out alone at night, — ^too fond of it ; it arose from 
a musing and solitary disposition. He had chosen a rather 
longer way*than usual, which led him through the lane 
where the widow's cottage stood; but the night grew 
daiker every moment, da&er than Walter had eiq>ected. 
A thick fog hung on the hedges, and almost prevented his 
finding his way. He had to skirt a long, broken park- 
rail, which surrounded the end of Sir Stafford's park. 
The rail fringed a field, and a deep, wide ditch opened 
between the rails and the field-path, frill of standxDg 
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wafcer, and oyergrown with nettles ; a long line of aged 
Scotch firs bent over the shaded park palings, and a long 
dope of grass from the path ran down towards the 
ditch, covered with bushes, which the nncultivated soil 
threw up in the vicinity of the stagnant water. It flanked 
just that part of the park, which parks always have, 
wrapped up in mystery and distance, and to children's 
minds conveying the idea of ii^fii^ or a limit which 
bordered on the^end of the world. The deer only strayed 
there in the most burning days of summer for the cool 
banks exposed to the north ; and the sheep were never 
seen there at all. The field itself— very large, and run* 
ning down towards the distance, which presented no 
object to break its peculiar horizon — ^was looked on by 
children with dread. Still, when they were in the field 
itself, it was bright and gay as any other field ; and if 
they turned their backs on the park palings, it had no 
idea of mystery at all. 

The field was very lonely. Walter had to cross it to« 
night, for he had lost his way in the fog, and there was no 
other road except through the field-path, which he knew 
weU enough to trust himself to. ^ Fear seldom crossed his 
mind on occasions of this kind ; but there was something 
a little fearful to-night. The silence was deep ; the fog 
dropped and trickled from the boughs of the trees, and 
pattered now on the stagnant water, now on the park 
palings. There was no wind, not a breath ; the path was 
wet, and full of water. As "Walter walked along, he 
looked almost systematically from time to time at the 
park palings. He at length came to a spot which brought 
tiim to a standstill ; he could not see his hand before him 
when he lifted it to his fiice. He was pausing in the 
attitude of doubt and hesitation, when he started on 
&ncying he heard a sound from the direction of the park. 
The way in which the sound made him start at once 
showed how nervous he had really been. He listened 
again : the sounds had been like the movements of figures 
among branches ; the brambles appeared to be giving way 
before soma advancing weight. So deep a stillness fol- 
lowed the sounds that Widter thought ne must be mis- 
taken. 
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He bad begun agniii to walk on, when again a aevad^ 
and one like a humati Toice, straek on his ear. He stood 
aeain ; the intenae loneliness of the spot and the occaaioii 
fSied him with awe. He now clearly heard whisperings 
in the laige nnderwood and brambles, and the next mstant 
jthe r&j of a lantern shot out through the dark pme 
bou^, and sent a halo of light far and wide over the fiog. 
There ww no doubt now — escape seemed impossiUe, for 
Walter felt nearlj sure he had been detected ; for as the 
light glared oyer the fog, he imagined an'eye was steadilj' 
fixed on himself, and the recollection of that eje remained 
0n his mind vividly, as the cold pale foe a^in lay around 
him, relieyed of the lamplight. He stood, his heart beating 
so lughly, iMt he almost imagined it would betcay him« 
What was he to do ? became now the question. 

Bdk)w the lower hedge of the fidd-lay Patrii^'s cottage, 
and to run to tl^t and rouse the braye Irish boy, and 
attempt at once to prepare Sir Stafford's houa^old for 
th^ ititended attack, if attack was intended, was his first 
impulse. But with the crackling; of brambles, and a yoios 
wluspering cloae in his ear, and the breath of a man on 
his cheek, thou|;h tibe fog was too thick to see anything 
near him, moying was impossible. " Up at the house, 
Jack, by the narrow deer-path, through the farm-yard; 
Jim has gone on to cut tiie gloom's thsoat; then all 
is right, eh ? make far the bedroom window oyer the 
door.'' 

Such was the statement whispered into Walter's ear, 
who saw in a moment that in the darkness he was mis- 
taken for one of the gang. His position was critical : 
happily the fifi;ure moyed on, and Walter was left to 
decide. To cml Patrick was now plainly impossible : the 
next best plan was to make the best way he could to the 
house, and siye the alarm, if possible, before the assail- 
ants readied it. He was just making up his mind, when 
a conyersation ensued close to him which aroused his atr 
tention: it was in a whisper. 

'^ The plate lies in the sideboard in the dining-room; I 
marked it the day I was there, when tiie schoolmaster 
was tried. I noticed it, and thought it was a good spec" 

It was Eobert's yoice. 
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''Well, but the oalr wav into ibe dxaingwroom n 
through the pantiy or through the window." 

" Yes, the window is impossiMe ; I noticed tfa»t day 
the shutters were fastened. It's impossible, quite; the 
pantry is the only way. The butler's deaf, and we can 
soon 4o for him. He keeps two pistois; I bsw them, 
fie'a deaf, and sleeps heavy. When Lady Liyiry had me 
to fip^&d a fortnight at the big hoiise, to be nursed aikerl 
was ill, I noticed that." 

" Oh, you're a sharp cove. Well, then, as you md I 
have got to tackle the pantry and the butler, we'll be 
oS up the narrow deei^path. Eh 2 what's the matter? 
why don't you come on f" 

"Idunno." 

" The white feather, ehP" 

''No." 

" Take care, old fellow; remember it's too late now-^ 
we're pledged." 

" Yes, yes, oh yes. Bufc I was thinking of the butler^ 
he's been a good friend to me and mother, and he's 
handed me many a dosen of wine to make money with, 
and more ; besides, he's seorved our turns." 

"Ay, wdl, well, I see ; I'll do the job, and yon stand 
by — tnat'U do. Now, off with us." And the next mcN 
mant the creaking briars and boughs aimounced their 
departure on their murderous work. 

Now was the time for Walter; he did not take a 
minute to decide : he but waited for them to be beyond 
ear-shot, and he darted off in the other direction. In the 
energy of determined action all horror and fear had 
vanished away. 

The darkness was so deep, and the fog so tiiick^ that it 
was all he could do to find his way. Every now and 
iben^ as he pursued with earnest prayer his oowiurd patihr^ 
some low whistle, or sudden &11 of one of the party not 
far oS, struck on his ear, and compeUed hkn to stop n 
moment; but the conscioasDiess of a good cause gave 
him a f^edom of movement which ibej had not. Sti<l- 
denly he was startled by a voioe close beside him, ^ Who 
goes there ?" 

Walter's readiness was put to the fidl test* Tho 
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moment's hesitation created instantaneous suspicion; 
Walter saw the certain result, and widening the space 
between himself and his companions, at once dashed off 
in the direction of the house. 

'^ Betrayed/' said a voice ; the next instant a shrill 
.whistle twice repeated sounded through the air, and the 
report of a pistol rung ; the buUet whizzed dose to 
w alter's ear, but he was ahead of the chase. He ran now 
for life and death, the fog and the increasing darkness of 
the night were his ereat^t friends; he dashed off through 
brambles and thickets; he was confident that he was 
closelj pursued, his breath and strength were fast failing 
him, when the large, gigantic form of the house loomed 
through the fog on his sight. He was now safe; he listened, 
and no sound of his pursuer broke on his ear. He knew 
the window of the butler's pantry, which seemed likely to 
be the point of immediate attack, he made for it : all now 
depended on his being able to effect his entrance before 
his pursuers could overtake him. He was not lon^ in 
rousmg the butler, and explained the peril of their position. 
To arouse Sir Stafford, and to make effective all the fire- 
arms which were at hand, was the first plan adopted ; but 
they had scarcely accomplished the clbsmg of the shutter, 
when sounds of footsteps on the wet spongy gniss outside 
moving towards the window broke on then* ear, and be* 
fore they could do more than close the shutter and put 
down the bar, the assailants were at the spot. 

The first impulse was to arrange themselves so as to 
stand at. an advantage in case of the entrance of the 
robbers. The moments seemed like hours, as they stood 
concealed behind the jutting part of the shutter. They 
were conscious of the cautious removal of obstacles 
towards reaching the bar ; the pane of glass was removed 
^th scarcely an audible sound, the sawing of the wood 
created a little more, but all was done evidently on mature 
calculation, and reckoning on the deafness of the butler. 
Once Walter put forward his hand in the deep darkness 
of the room to ascertain the condition of the process, and 
it came in contact with the fingers of a man ; the contact 
was so slight, and the movement so rapid, that he did not 
think the man outside discovered the cause and nature of 
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the touch, for after sn instant's pause, the movement went 
on. Beckoning closely on the. amount of delay probably 
necessary for removing the obstacles, the butler cautiously' 
left the room and stole upstairs and aroused Sir Stafford. 
Lady Olivia and Miss Spriggs were happily away. 

Sur Stafford seized his fiiiarms and followed the butler 
to the pantry; as soon as the door opened, they saw 
by the dim night-light the figure of a man in the act of 
putting his leg through the now open window. 

Walter stood behind the shutter, and his faint shadow 
was painted on the wall. The instant was critical. Sir 
Stafford acted on the judgment of the moment, he darted 
forward and seized the robber by the collar, and dragged 
him into the room ; the scuffle which instantly followed 
gave the alarm outside, and the others of the gang dashed 
off in different directions. 

" Hold him fast," said Sir Stafford to Walter ; "hold 
him by the neck while I go." The next moment he had 
leapt through the open window. There was stillness for 
a minute, in which Walter firmly held the throat of the 
struggler. 

The butler had followed Sir Stafford. The room was 
dark, except where the pallid grey night-light broke in 
through the open windows The sound of a pistol rungi 
upon the air of the foggv park, and was followed instantly 
by another, a loud shriek succeeded ; some one was down. 
Walter's position became critical ; a return of the as* 
sailants to take revenge or find refuge in the room, or the- 
discomfiture of Sir Stafford, must end in his own peril ; he 
for a moment relaxed his hold, and the throat of his captive' 
being released he spoke. 

" Pray, pray let me go; for the kind Gon's sake, do," 
pleaded the quivering and terrified voice of Eobert. 

" Bobert !" said Walter, in horror and surprise. 

" Yes, yes ; I have been led into it — led into it by bad 
example ; pray spare me. You used to be kind ; spare a 
poor fellow, it must be ruin to me and my poor mother."' 
. "Poor fellow!" said Walter with a sigh; "poor fel- 
low ! I cannot release you, but whatever I can do I will." 

He had scarcely spoken when the footsteps, hurried 
Qnd quick; of the. returning party were heai^ at the 
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TOidoir, aoad a grounded Hian, was brought in; be wtd 
bteediag profuBdy from the mouth from a p»9tol-wound 
through, the back of the neck, and his end seemed ap- 
paroaching. The butler now struck a lights and dispelled 
the awM darkness which had perfiaded the room. 

'^Hold up mjhead;" said the dying man; "holdup 
mjhead. Oh! can't jovl send for a ministers do^ do, 
tkiere's a. good Christian. Oh, mj God, mj Qod 1 How 
dreadful to die! Bo forgive a pocw miserable sinner!"' 
But the blood which kept streaming down* his throat 
from the wound proT^nted further utterance. 

Widter ran off in quest of Mr. Mordaunt, and on bia 
WSJ met some men who, attracted by the noise of tbe 
Hjeearms, had set off in the direction of the house, and 
an their waj had. fallen in. with one of the gang who 
were trying to escape, and witk that fatal confusion- 
belonging to guilt were vunning straight into- danger. 
Walt^ directed ihem to the part of the house where 
they would find. Sir Stafford^ and pursued his course to 
tha parsonage ; he was just tunung the= comer of the 
lane when a voice broke on his ear. 

** Och ! and ye'll escape, would ye ? No, lie still, my 
darHn' ; sure, aad I was bom for thewsr : there's no use* 
qtaniggting. My fayther held Bonej by tbe throat d/b 
Sfllaouuaki jist so," said. Patrick, giving something a gxipe 
whicb struck on Walter's ear as^ very like a human beings, 
aod seemed to. call out from Patrick the loss of no sm^ 
qpumtity of breath. ^ Down with ye thin, and. hear what 
X had to say ; be> still, can't ^e ? My &ythep, savs he, 
^'Boney, ye're bate, deny it if ye can.' Says Boney, 
when my fayther jist moved his finger from his throttle, 
''Sir, Pm dead bate.' ' Ye're an honest man,' says my 
fiiyther, 'and. I'll let ye go on parole ;' so he let go of his 
tlu*ottle, and away went the Prinehman, and he took off 
His hat to my fayther so, as he marched off and oried, 
'Yer sarvant, sir,' and my fayther said to Boney, 
' Boney, y'er most obleegedv' 

Wliether at this crisis of the history Patrick, in imita- 
tion of his fisther, or involuntarily, let go his hold of the 
Bobber's neck, Walter could not tell, but a sudden< souffle 
immediately ensued; whieh caused Walter to spring* over 
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tiie hedge ; but theie was ho need, Patrick had his an-^ 
tagonkt &rtalj, and theve wad but little chance of hia 



^' Can you holid him ?" said Walter to^ Paferiek^ seeing 
the need of securing each member of thd gang, but at 
the same time anxious to reach Mr. Mordaunt's house. 

'* D'je ask me if I can hoald him ?" iaaid Patrick in 
utter scorn. ^'I have him as nste a»a Lisbon brig in: 
the Gove of Cork." 

Walter, in spite of the tremeiidoms crisis, could hardlj 
suppress a smile : he hastened on. Mr. Mordaunt was 
soon by the side of the dying man. 

By this time several persons had arrived at Sir Staf-^ 
ford's, and pursuit was being made for any who might 
be hiding in the neighbourhood in connection with th». 
gang. The dying man was stiU in the pantry; he had 
been bleeding prd[U8ely,.but'tbe surgeon who had arrived 
had for a whHe staunched- the blood, though he gave no 
hc^s of more than a few minutes metre of life. 

He was lying with his head back on a pillow, which 
was wet with blood; his face was pale as death, hii^ 
breathing heavy, his dark hair matted with blood lay baok 
on the pillow, his eye waiidered reistlessly round the room 
as if in search of some one, and his brdw was knit with 
the furrows of deep anxiety. Mr. Mordaunt hastened 
to his side : the robber listened kis dying eye* on ihd 
Clergyman. 

'* I should know you," said the man staritig with ter* 
rified countenance on Mr. Mordaunt. '^ I (Should know 
you, you're the minkter ;. yoU came and told me how it 
woidd be two years ago ; I laughed at you, and here itf 
has oome. Oh, sir ! must I go to heU ?" said the poor 
feUow in a voice whieh shocked every heaart present, aiid 
made every one shudder. 

" There is mercy with Gon throuch our Loitti)- JesviI 
Chbxst, to those who are sorry and penitent/' said Mr^ 
Mordaunt, speaking, to the dying man. 

*' Speak louder^ speak near to my ear," scdd the robber, 
^' I am deaf, getting deaf with death ;. the blood id in mjf 
ear, it's full of blood. Oh, my &oi>, I am dyin^ !" 

'' I faid/' toidr Mr. Moirdaunt^ lepea'fing. his Woids, 
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<^ tbat if 70U were penitent, there is hope that Oob, Who 
does not wish the death of a sinner, will forgive you." 

" I am penitent, I am sorry," said the poor man, " very 
sorry, will that do ? will that do ? I think I feel sorry, 
but how can I tell and be sure ; .Oh ! those cursed com- 
panions !" 

"Hush!" said Mr. Mordaunt, ''there is no sign of 
being sorrv in cursing others." 

'' How, said the robber, with a laugh which rung 
round the room. *' Ha ! ha ! I am so in the way of it, 
I must curse, must curse, — ha I ha ! 'tis of no use, come 
— no, no. I belong to the devil, I must go to my master ; 
they always called me the Devil's Dick, and so I am ; 
well, well, 1*11 die game ; I won't show the white feather, 
anyhow." 

The robber threw back his head ; the laugh was fixed 
on his ghastly features, and he laughed again out loud. 
All shuddered. 

" Oh ! speak to him, speak to him," said Eobert, who 
burst the cord with which they had bound his hands, — 
''speak to him, and give him some, some hope; it is 
so dreadful to die so." 

"Awful, indeed !" said Mr. Mordaunt with a sigh. 
. " Oh, sir, sir," said Eobert, looking with an implor- 
ing eye to Walter; "do, do something — do say some- 
thmg— some of those things you used to say at school 
— do! do !" said the boy, seizing Walter by the hand. 

"School," said the robber, gazing; "school, ay, I 
used to go to school ; it was a sad day when I lefb it ; 
at school they used to say — let me see, what ? I'll remem- 
ber — ^ha ! ha ! — no, I've forgot ; they used to say, ' Live 
jolly and die game' — no, no, that wasn't it — no, that's 
what they used to say at the races behind the Chequers 
— ^no, at school they used to say, ' Stick up to him, my 
boy ; if the old fellow moves, shoot him ; if he cries for 
mercy, don't spare his grev hairs' — ^ha! ha! ha! — ^no, 
that wasn't said at school — no, that's what the boy 
Bobert said last night to me at — at the Chequers, when 
I said I would kill the old fool." 

" Oh mv God," said Eobert. 
. "At school," resumed the robber — "ha! I have it 
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now — ^here it comee, — *Our FiiTHEB Which art in 
Heaven, hallowed be Thy Name, Thy kingdom come, Thy 
will be done, and — . Porgive us our trespasses as we — ' 
and the voice of the robber &iled ; then came a choke, 
and one loud, terrible, bitter yell of agony, he started up 
and stared on them aU with a stare none ever forgot, and 
he sunk back a corpse. 

None dared to move, none spoke. 

^*Is he gone to heaven?" said Eobert, seizing Mr* 
Mordaunt's hand, and seeming, by his staring eye and 
earnest expression, to have forgotten his own trouble and 
position, "is he gone to heaven P" 

"My poor lad," said Mr. Mordaunt, "his soul is with 
God ; I know not whither He may send it ; may He have 
mergr ; He is merciful." 

"He is not gone to hell?" cried the young robber, 
still keeping his Cuffed hand on the arm of Mr. Mor- 
daunt while he turned his eye on the awfiil face of the 
corpse with the eve-lids unclosed, the lips open, the blood 
congealing, hangmg round the wound and the head, and 
the fingers clenched in the agony of dying, " he is not 
gone to hell ?" 

" Q-OD forbid," said Mr. Mordaunt. 

"Oh, sir!" said Eobert, as the policeman led him off 
and he passed Walter. 

That look, that sentence, Walter could not get out of 
his mind for days after. " Oh, sir." Poor Bk)bert, his 
face and manner were indeed altered since the day he was 
Walter's pupil at school. " He is not gone to hell ?" it 
seemed to come from his inmost soul, as if he felt his 
own steps were trembling on the edge of the awful abyss. 

"It's very awful, sir," said Henry, laying his hand on 
Walter as they sat that evening together at the fire; "it's 
very awftd, sir ; I hope God will keep me right ; I do 
hope so ;" and the tears filled his eyes, and his voice 
trembled as he gazed into Walter's face. 

" Bear Henry, that He will," said he ; " keep you to 
His heavenly kmgdom, safe, quite safe." 

" Will He ?" said the boy, with a voice full of joy, " will 
He keep me safe P" 
- " For ever and ever," said Walter. 
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"For ever and ever," daid Henry, dwelling on thd 
word, " He haan't kept Eobert.'' 

"Bobert didn't keep himself," said Walter; "'tke 
servant of G-on keepeth himself, and that^ wieked one 
toTiehetb him not.' ** 

"I did not know I had tried to keep myself," said 
Henry in a diffident, trembling voice. 

" I love them that love Me, and they that seek Me 
early shall find Me," said Walter. 

" What is keeping yourself?" said the boy. 

" Praying earnestly to God morning, noon, and evening, 
watching our words and feelings every day, reading ai^ 
Reverencing God's blessed Word ofton, and keeping out 
of the way of people or things which might draw us from 
holiness." 

" Oh !" said Henry after a deep drawn sigh, while his 
eye was fixed on the fire. " Poor Eobert, I like that 
verse, very, very much: I won't forget it. Say it 
again." 

" I love them that love Me, and* they that seek Me 
early shall find Me." 



CHAPTEE XXI. 

APtBOACHBS TO THB BWD— -APTBBISrOOW. 

Months rolled away; Eobert went to jail; Henry 
grew up in peace and goodness^ ait home: to Walter 
it was- very pism that his own sun drew rapidly to ita 
afternoon ;j its beams giiew very red, and the shades 
very long; his day was far spent, and the shadows 
lengthened behind him; indications of increasing weak- 
ness in the hip-joint, which had decreased when first 
he came into tne village^ ^at paleness, and a fipequent 
cough, seemed to speak plainly that he waa approa^ing 
through the wilderness that Qom&r &om>whi<m he could 
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get the first views cyf iHkB d«rk liver, winding cold and 
silently at the bottom; oh that first view! "in the 
hour of death and the day of judgment, good Loed, 
deliver us." He knew it was ooming, though no cme 
told him so, and he hardly realised it to himself; when 
sometimes he did, and the rush of its waters struck 
on his ear, he thought of EUen : dear ! deav Mien 1 the 
point of my life, and centre of my love, how can I 
leave you ! how strange it will be to say good-bye un- 
married ! what a break up to the ooloured pictures of my 
dream! 

"Walter," said Mr. Mordaunt, laying hi& hand on 
Walter's arm and looking at him ; " let us lay aside 
every weight, looking unto Jesttb, Who for the joy that 
was set before Him endured the Cross." He paused for 
a moment. . 

" And is for ever set down on the right hand of God," 
said Walter, with a fervent wavering voice. 

"Tes, Walter," said Mr. Mordaunt, "we must go up 
Calvary the place of the skull, we must suffer each pang 
flB He did, when we return naked as we came ; we must 
say, ' I thirst ;' we must foi^ve all in that la^t wide sea : 
but, Walter, on the other side is the city and the garden 
of the Eesurrection ; there all is our'» again ; ' the day 
breaketh, and the shadows flee away.' " 

Walter was silent. The spider wove his old web up in' 
the comer of his little room; there he or his ancestors* 
wove the web since the clear October night when Walter 
first came. The kettle sung on the hearth ; the same 
blue azid white cup and saucer were there : the old things^ 
of life go with us till we die.^ Walter looked round the 
room. " Oh, how I loved it," he said ; ^ there I l^ought 
EUen would sit; there I thought she would read the^ 
Bible to me, with her own dear voice ; there I fancied I 
should look at her and feel, you are all my own ; and I am 
to wake on some morning, and find it is all adream« Oh^ 
sir, how hard !" said Wfdter. 

The tears trembled in Mr. Mordaunt's eye, and they 
fell on his cheek as he grasped the hand of l^e young 
schoolmaster. 

It was the first time Walter had ever seen him shed- a- 
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tear. ''Then he doee love me, and will be with me at the 
end." 



About this time it happened that a Confirmation took 
place in the parish where Walter was schoolmaster. 
Uenrj, Patrick, Jonah, and others were confirmed. 
Walter naturally took a keen and active interest in the 
Confirmation. On Henry's mind he had made a deep 
impression ; he had grown up now to fifteen, and as he 
grew older, it was clear his character had ripened and 
strengthened. Walter had gone down a few nights be- 
fore the Confirmation to see Henry's mother. It was 
Spring, and the beautiful evening lured him to take his 
accustomed walk, although his failing health seemed to 
reason against it. It was this walk he loved the best in 
the village, and this evening he was in a peculiarly sad 
and pensive mood, one of his dull fits, one of those 
moments in which he heard the cracks start in the fragile 
bowl of life. 

The widow was alone, and Henry was out, and Walter 
was shocked to see how her strength seemed failing, for 
he had not been with her for some few weeks. 

'' I'm so glad you're come," said she, as she closed the 
door behind him, and pulled together the shawl she had 
over her shoulders ; " I'm so glad you've come ; I wanted 
to speak of my dear Henry. You know, sir, I've strug- 
gled on for a long time past to keep him at school, and 
I've done what I could of out-door work and needlework 
to, keep us together, but I find it hard work. He's now 
fifteen, and I think, sir, after he's been confirmed and 
taken his first Communion, he must go to work and earn 
his own livelihood. I'm sorry to take him away^ from you, 
for he loves you dearly. I believe you will be the chief 
earthly means of taking him to heaveii ; but he must go, for 
I clearly see my working days are over, and he must sup« 
port me now as I supported him." And she burst into tears. 

The latch was lifted up and Henry entered. " What, 
mother crying?" said he, with a tenderness of manner 
which touched Walter. 

"Never mind, Henry boy, I didn't mean for you to : 
find me crying." 
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' " Don't you think mother looks very ill ?" said Henry, 
looking up to Walter very anxiously ; " I wish she'd see 
the doctor." 

" Oh, doctor, Henry ! nonsense, no doctor can cure 
me," said she, giving way to an unusual despondency for 
her. 

"You don't mean," said Henry, "you don't mean 
to — " and here his voice wavered, as if a truth was be- 
ginning to dawn upon his mind which had not broken 
before. 

" Oh, my child !" said the widow, taking his hand into 
her's : " thank God you have grown to the age that you 
have, and that you are about to enter the blessed state 
that you are." 

A deep silence sank on the cottage; Walter was 
affected to tears ; his own spirits were low. 

** I'll go and walk in the lane, for that will recover my 
roirits ; I know Henry will want to talk to you," and 
the widow left the room. 

" Dear mother !" said Hemy, when she was gone, "dear 
mother 1 what shall I do without her P The wind seems 
to blow very wildly about me, sir, now, just as I'm going 
to be confirmed," said Henry. 

" Tes," said Walter, it is all ordered by God ; it is to 
give your confirmation point and reality." 

" 1 don't quite understand what you mean," said Henry: 

" I mean," said Walter, " your confirmation is a new be- 
ginning of life, and Qod wishes to give it point, and your 
opportunity now is plain in many respects. Tour earthly 
protector is about to be removed and that will make you 
say, ' My Fatheb, Thou art the guide of my youth ;' you 
inav be entering the harbour in a storm, but that will 
malce the harbour itself more peaceful ; and then afi;ain you 
will be called upon to exercise great patience, when you 
are left perhaps alone in the world, to fight your own way; 
you will have to say, * It is the Lobd, let Him do what 
seemeth Him good ;' and if you are able to look on- 
wards to life and to say, ' I am determined to choose tha 
good path come what will,' it is a blessed thing. You 
have all these things upon you to give a definite point to 
Confirmation and first Communion." 
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• " Yes," said Hemy, "that's true ; Tin bo gkd you've 
«aid tha^ to me, for I wae wondering how I oonld make 
Confirmation more ueeful to me." 

" And then, H^orj," said Wsdt^, ** whatever promises 
and resolutionB jou make at your Confirmation, thej wiH 
receive grace and power to be acted upon at your first 
Communion." 

''Then," said Henry, "FU put those down as the 
great things I've got to think of at my Confirmation and 
first Communion ; I will turn them into prayers." 

" Do," said Walter, « Gon will bless the efhrt You 
little know what new reach of life you are entering upon 
GD. this occasion: the hand of God seems all around 
you." 

The ConfirmatKHi day came, a bright Whitsuntide 
morning; all the young people of hoSi sexes went to 
church dressed in their best: they knelt beneath the 
Bishop's hand ; Henry was amongst the first, his heart 
was full, his resolutions earnest. He had breakfiisted 
with Walter that morning, and they walked together to 
churph in converse deep. Walter remained through the 
service with Henry by his own request ; and while Walter 
cast his eye on the boy, and watched his deep, serioos 
blue eye, and heard the earnest Amen he uttered, he 
thought to himself, " How soon will Henry realise his 
entire and sole dependence on Gon !" 

The trial came, bitter enough for Henry ; but it eame 
at the moment best for him. That kind and gentle mo- 
ther, whom he had so fondly loved and anxiously looked 
to, was to go before him ana to leave him to buiSet with 
life's trials alone. 

'' Henry," said she, when after two or thiee days of 
n^id rinking she summoned him to her side, '^ Henrr, I 
shall not be with you another wlu^ day ; I should mke 
to have lived longer and be your hdp uid adriaar till 
vou are a man, but it is not His blessed will ; He knows 
best. Keep to the way of holiness, HJurry, boy; you ars 
just Confirmed, and have just received your flbsl Gobp 
munion. It is a blessed chsnge for you, and I doa't fear 
for you: I commit vou to Him, Who is ^tiie 'Fahsmu of 
the fiitherless.' Take this littie packet, I h^jve sared ib 
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«ver unee yotb! father died, Henasy ; it wae all iie left me^ 
and I would iu>t toueh one fiarthiDg 6f it ia mj hour of 
ereatest need : it has twenty pounds in it, and it will 
£elp to put joa out.a little better in life. Gi^e the tenth 
c^ it to G^on ; and here's your father's Bible, that's all I 
iiavo, my own dear boy. Oh, how I have loved you !" 

The broken-hearted boy knelt sobbing by i^t darned 
pillow, wluch he had so well known in life, and which 
was ]u>w bearing the head of his earliest and dearest 
jSriend. That evening he was an orphan. 

The bitter trial came at a good time of Henry's life. 
•OoB ever i^portions the burden to the strength. His 
Confirmation, His first Communion, his earnest and sin* 
<^re prayers, his maay firm and deep resolutions, had 
prepared him more than ai^y thin^ else oould Sov his hard 
trouble. 

That empty ho:ufle, se silent now ; ^at sunken, wasted 
fii«e, no longer enli^tened by the smUe which till now 
had mocked death and imitated life ; mad added to thait^ 
the ipemory that her life had been one of de^ deprives 
tion, self-denial, nav, often of hunger and want, and oil 
^he while that she had in that house the £20, which was 
ker own, but which she had kept so sedulously for him ; 
all tins added to the bitter anguish of his loneliness. He 
followed her to the grave. 

' He left the cottage in the lane, and lodged with a 
respectable woman in the village, whom Mr. Mordaunt 
looked out for him. He wort[ed hard in the school, and 
from being Walter's best pupil, he became his most able 
help and assistant, so that the trustees allowed a small sum 
weekly to him in consideration of his services. He spent 
most of his evenings with Walter, whose declining health 
made the presence of a kind and cheerful companion more 
and more necessary. 

Henry's present intuition was to lay out his little 
fortune in apprenticing himself to a trade. He spent 
some part of two evenings in the week in taking Walter's 
oight sehed for hjim, and soon had fifteen os? twaaty beys 
.arouiad hiip, whose work in the da^ prevei^ed their being 
At the d^y 9i^ot On^ ^yenipg m ^la^h we^ h# mpt ^ 
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number of the more ititelligent youth of the village at Mr; 
Mordaunt's, with the view of getting into shape a read- 
ing club, and connected with it a club for sickness and 
the day of trouble. The church was made the bond and 
link of their union, and as far as it could be achieved 
Mr. Mordaunt strove to get all the members to commu- 
nicate. It evidently was beginning to be the dawn of 
good things. Public houses and skittle grounds would 
soon be emptied, if only the mind were so educated and 
brought out as to make reading and study really a plea- 
sure and occupation. What resource might not each 
one find in himself if only the inward powers were fully 
prepared and exercised. However depressed, there is 
still a latent energy in the mind which nothing can crush, 
which will vent itself in irritation and restlessness, driving 
its victim to drunkenness and gambling for excitement, 
unless by giving it a keener power we so sharpen its 
appetite as to make it crave better food. 

Many who object to the education of the poor forget 
that it is not merely a matter of education or no, but that 
whether you educate or not the mind is still there, with 
all its appetites and morbid longings. The Cler^ and 
political economists are placed rather in the position of 
the commissariat to an existing and marching army, than 
in the attitude of those' who shall determme whether 
there shall be any army at all or no. There is the army, 
march and live it will ; and if the commissariat provide 
none or inferior food, it will ravage the neighbouring 
country or feed upon itself. 



CHAPTES XXIL 

BVUNING. 



" Totr don't think you will die P" said Henry, as he sat 
on one of those lone evenings, of which he had sat so 
many by the side of his beloved friend and master^ in 



STJBiriirQ. 998 

that dear old coom where he hod «at bow fiw three yearei, 
since the day when he first offered his services to Walt^ 
on. his arrivaiL at Elerslj. ^' You don't think you'll die P" 
said he, taking Walter's hand in fais,and looking up in hifi 
face with a look of de^ anxiety. 

Henry was now obliged to support hiaiself, and the lo^ 
aof his first and dearest £iend was a sore trial. Sis 
school life was oyer, and he was to ^ter ithe world : the 
foundation was laid, and the stones of thsjt foimdatiofL 
were to be tested hj the years of after li&. It was 
another far off day which was to decide whether Walter's 
work had been in ¥iain or no-^^^'fl.&r off day :" oh, iQq^^ 
bow much will lihat day reveai ! how many a found^o^L 
iHriU ihen prove to have been insecure, and the binldings 
reared on them pahuses of ice, to joaelt and thaw befcH:^ 
^he boming hea/t of that day's <»;deall Walter! your 
•pale £Eice and trembling hftnd tc^ plainly enough how 
3iear tiiat day is to yous the day when the yeU will i(d 
drsAm up, and the glasses of the inagie-iantem, one bjjr 
lone withdrawn, leave nothing but the fuU glare of 'the 
iiaHip behind to gaze at. 

"^ YeE^'^ said Walter smiling, *^1 see -nery little r^mw 
dio ihkik otiierwise : my days are numbered, Haiuy, «nd 
as I ait here I feel as if I were gazing at an houih^iass, 
and watching and counting the ^ijains which &11 tiirough 
ihe narrow nedc. They are gomg out now quickly to 
ttheir end." 

l^ere was a silenee for a momenit. 

^Then you won't go ba^ to flcho<d aflber tiie holi- 
days?" said Heiiry, gazing out at the window as he 
<8Doke : having put a question which might boii^ja little 
aiearer still to hbn the poww of realising the .momentoua 
iiruth. 

Death is an abatraefc, an idea, until we make it real b^ 
Axringmg ibefore our mind ike soenes and acts <^ which xfc 
is tli^ mighty cause ; then it by degrees stands before ns 
m all the awe of an actual .and living form. 

" No, Henry ; there ia no more a<£oQl for me in this 
world ; the next I hxfe to do vnth the school, and those 
.dear cmeB which I have ao loved Ihere, will be when 
4they bear me io the resting .phice beside those arho lie in 
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that great family underground, of whom we have bo often 
talked together/' 

Henry did not speak ; he pressed Walter's hand, which 
he held, yery closely, and kept his eye fixed on the window, 
through which the quiet church tower was peering in its 
calm stillness into Walter's room, like one who would 
kindly cheer us at the last and bid us not fear while we 
step mto that cold stream, through which it will shine on 
us with kindly eye to the pther side. 

Henry felt choking, his eyes swelled with tears, and he 
could not speak. There was a pause. Both felt deeply. 
Henry had been Walter's first pupil in whom he had nad 
a deep and personal interest, and he had often mixed up 
his own ^ture with the thought of meeting Henry at 
the bar of Gon, and had tested his position there by 
questioning with himself as to how he had acted toward 
tnat boy. It is hard to realise dying ; but to realise the 
judgment is, perhaps, harder still — to brin^ before the 
mind the questions on which the scrutiny wiU depend. 

" Are you not afraid P" said Henry, letting go for an 
instant the tight hold he had had of Walter's hand 
with that kind of alarm which we feel at really grasping 
the hand of the d^g; when the idea first possesseB 
us that that hand will soon be clay, and the body it be- 
longs to the cold thing the liying fear. 

^ There is an awe, a deep awe, in approaching the dark 
stream," said Walter with a sigh ; '^ but He Who passed 
that stream before me, will, I know, carry me safely to 
the other side, if I trust in Him, and cast all my care 
upon Him." 

"Yes, but," said Henry, "in talks we haye had to- 
gether, you haye sometimes spoken about dying as if you 
dreaded it : I am sure I do, too, and I should so Uke to 
know what you feel now you come quite close to it ;" 
and as he spoke he turned his eye on the youn^ school- 
master with an earnest, inquirmg look, as if me desire 
to read that scroll of the Aiture had made him forget for 
the moment the awe and the sorrow of the scene. 

" I did," said Walter, " but the dread wears off; I feel 
less alarmed, not more, as I draw near to the shore, much 
less : it is not that the past is better," continued he mu- 
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aingly, and partly to himself: '' for that is yery dark and 
shadowy, and only His forgiying loye can cast one ray of 
Hying life upon it, and it is not that the future is more 
certun, for I haye not as yet seen anything more of the 
scene on the other side of that heayy curtain, whose folds 
still hang so darkly between me and the future. And as 
to the pang of dying, the agony of the dissolution at 
last, I haye no reason to think that that will be less 
bitter, no ; but my hope is this : that He will be with 
me to the end. I feel more able to realise the spirit of 
that sentence, * Fatheb, into Thy hand I commend my 
ispirit,' and come what will, I belieye my Heayenly Fa- 
THEE win bear me through. * He delighteth in mercy.' " 
Henry listened intently to all the dying man said ; he 
was of that age when the prospect of death is something 
awful, and the mind begms to inquire how it will be 



" But, Henry," said Walter, " I want to ask you some- 
thing ; I haye been long intending it, and as we are now 
together and on this yery point, it will be a good time 
for it : I haye long meant it, and if my strength this 
eyening wiU let me, I will seize the moment. But let us 
go out together to yonder graye in the churchyard, where 
we used to sit together on Sunday afternoons as the bells 
rung for service ; I think I can get as far, and if I can I 
should like it ; the eyening is yery loyely, and there are 
some questions I want to ask you, which the place will 
peculiarly suit." 

So saying, Walter took Henry's ann. The youth 
silently led the way, while Walter leant his thin and 
emaciated form on his pupil ; none who had seen him on 
that occasion had doubted but that it was nearly his last 
journey to the yillage churchyard. 

There are yery few scenes in the world around which 
so many lasting associations hang as around a yillage 
churchyard. There lie our own dead; the infant bro- 
ther, with whom we simply connect the sweet and tran- 
sient loye of infancy; the sister, who died in decline, 
just at that age when her yoice had become dear to us, 
and her figure mixed up with home and gentle adyice ; 
the mother, who stayed with ua till old age, her eyes the 
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Bileiit homes of tried and undying affection, her voiee 
sounding like the last plaintive notes of that tune whose 
earlier music delighted the ear of our childhood ; they 
aie aH there, and many more besides ; aod they make the 
churchyard our home, they remain what th^ were ; the 
ehangeableness or the occasional infirmity of the liring 
comes not into the memory of the dead, it is only the echo 
of their kinder Toiees, the light of their tendarest loc^ 
which we remember ; we fancy that they ore all kind, 
and when the world seems unkind, we " go to the grave 
to weep there." 

Then again along the diurchyard path we hare had 
Some ci our deepest religious thoughts ; at its gate the 
kueh was hushed, the mgh toned conversation ceased, 
and there we had some of those deeper communine^s, 
(though how shallow the deepest !) before we entered &e 
presence of Ood, or knelt down to holy Communion, and 
fdl around ns were quiet toa Well dressed children, the 
aged in clean attire bending on the staff, parents with the 
finger on the lip Teminding the child that it is a holy 
place : these are the scenery of the churchyard path ; and 
when we are wicked, wandering, or vile, we go back tibeze 
to listen to the echoes which are not yet quite gone of 
the voices of the past — ^no other place can hove sudi asao^ 
ciations. 

But there are more still ; there we hove sob on ihe 
hot summ^ afternoon, while the three bells chimed 
their melancholy music in the air, like mourners trying 
io be merry, and as we sat with omr face bent down 
towards the steaming grass watching the moths that 
cdayed without a sound among the graves, or look- 
ing at some old tombstone moss-grown, which we haye 
known these twentv years, and wondered about him 
whose ancient dust lay beneath it — ^ Silas Hop^nwn," 
tiiat was the name, '' knight of the county"— and as we 
have mused we have thought, " in this churchyard I shall 
lie, and here I shall first see Oon ; standing here shall 
Uaten to the doom of the judgment, know the gseat 
secret, and have the great question answered." 

These are the assodations, and many more, of a village 
churchyard; each hour of the day leomi its recozd theiey 
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from the joiing momiiig to t^ uoilBdesa twilight. Each 
part of Gob's acre haa its own characteriBtie ; the cold 
simleas grave on the north side, the ho(b momisg tomb 
imder the east window, the crowded companj that bask 
under the south aisle, the few graves under the we&t 
tower, where the moths and flies, whose life is but a 
day, play out their brief old age in the last red ray of 
sunset. 

It waa with thoughts like these that this evening, lean^ 
ing cm Henry's arm, before the sun had quite gone down, 
Walter repaured to hold his last solemn communing with 
the favourite and dearest pupil of his schoolmaster life. 
He had quite given up all hope of living, and indeed 
strong bodingB smed him, that it waa a matter of hours 
rather than of days ; this life lay like a written letter 
folded up^ scarcely a postscript to be added, waiting only 
for its seal, and then left to be opened at the day ol 
iudgment. To-morrow morning, if he lived as long, 
Ellen was to come with h^ Mher for the last good-bye^ 
and Waher was very anxious, and prayed to have strength 
for that interview. 

" I'll sit here, Henry," said Walter, sitting down on a 
stone seat under some Hme-trees. '' I've often sat here 
on Sunday ev^iings, and tried to imagine death, but the 
pictiues of life were too con^sed than ; the last glass of 
the magic lantern ia in ndw, and the flame of eternity 
bums close behind it ; I can see it all plain now, Henry, 
and what is more, I can bear to look at it ; but I want to 
keep my eye flxed steadily cm that picture while I ask 
you a few questions. I never felt so clear as I do to* 
night : the chariot-wheel pf time, as it rolls along, throws 
up such douds of dust, one finds it hard to see clearly to 
the end; bat now the wheel drives heavily, the dust 
seems allayed^ and does not interfere with the full vision 
of the future." 

He and Henry sat down, and the following oanveraa« 
tion ensued, never to be forgotten by the boy who sat at 
Walter's side. 

*' Heniy," said Walter, with a calm and grave tone of 
voice^ after a slight pause, which he required to recover his 
short breathing, as ne was pulling to pieces leaf by leaf a 
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little evening flower he bad plucked from the graM^ in 
which he Beemed to read a lesson of his own mortality ; — 
^ Heniy, I am in a day or two, or perhaps sooner^ about 
to meet G-ob. I have sometimes throuen the long wake- 
ful nights of late tried to realise what the Judgment will 
be ; but it is hard, yery hard ; and as fast as I seem to 
catch it, it fleets from my grasp. You are one with 
whom I have had much connection in the latter part of 
my journey, and you will be one of those who wilf stand 
by at the Last Great Day, on whose account I shaJl be 
judged : to make it more real to me, Henry, for this must 
become a reality, if I can make it so, I would ask you a 
few questions, and see whether there is anything for 
which you will have to accuse me, which I may get for- 
given Dy intercession before I die: and will you try 
Sdthfully and honestly to answer the questions which I 
will put to you?" 

There was something very solemn about Walter's 
manner, which deeply impressed the boy, and for a 
moment all was stiD, as each seemed to commune with 
his own heart and to seek guidance from above. 

"Have I," said Walter, "Henry, instructed you in 
the way of religion, in such way as to lead you to the 
performance of your duties to (Jon, to frequent prayer, 
and to the reverence of His holy house ?" 

A slight pressure of Walter's hand, which Henry held 
in his, was the answer of the boy, whose heart was too 
full for utterance. 

" I would not go out," said Henry, "by day, or go to 
rest at night, without my prayers being offered first to 
God, as you ever bid me. This little book," said he, 
drawing from his bosom a small cover, in which were a 
mmiber of tiny crosses ; "this little book," said he, "will 
show how I tried to keep the rule you gave us all of 
keeping a check on our daily prayers, it wiH show how I 
have striven to go in the path you have led me in." 

" Thank God for that,'^ said Walter, sighing and press- 
ing Henry's hand with gratitude ; " I thank Thee, O my 
God, that at this solemn hour. Thou dost permit me to 
see one work I have tried to do for Thee. But Henry," 
said he, " it is the heart, the heart that matters ; prayer is 
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a bird without wings, if it lias not the heart straggling on 
the ground." 

Henry did not answer but by looking into Walter's face, 
which told him more than words how he responded to 
Walter's statement. 

" But, Henry," said Walter, " my example ! Oh, how 
often my fretful and irritable temper, my narsh and un- 
fair censures, must have rather led you to think ligh% of 
those faults, than warned you against them! How 
dreadful it is, Henry, to think that my example must 
have counteracted in one day the teaching of six months !" 
And the tone of Walter's voice implied how keenly and 
deeply he felt the truth of what he was now saying. 

" My dear dear friend," said Henry, ** you do not know 
/ how orben I have thanked God for your having let me be 
so constantly your companion, from that happy evening I 
first offered to do the work for you. It is because I saw 
you so often making religion real, by .striving to gain 
grace, or by owning when you thought you had done 
vn*ong, that I long to follow it ; for it made me feel that 
seligion was not a mere book thing, and a minister's thing, 
but a real thing in life which those that use lean upon as 
a staff for their journey." 

" I thank Thee, O my Sayioue, that Thou permittfest 
the infirmities of Thy servant to work Thy glory I But," 
said Walter, " how often must I, by the slightest look or 
act of omission or commission, have cast the shadow of 
sinfiil thought across your soul, Henry ; and what if all 
these are remembered against me at the* Judgment, 
as means by which I have offended one of His little 
ones." ^ 

Henry's eye was fixed on a bat that was whirling round 
them in eddying circles, the first harbinger of twilight. 

''I don't know," said he; "I can remember many 
more good suggestions than bad ones I have ever caught 
from you." 

Then Walter seemed to hear a voice that whispered to 
him from the silent graves around him: ''What hope 
should we have, if God did not remember our efforts to 
serve Him as well as our sins against Him ?" 

There seemed to come an answer from the old church 
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towBr,irliioh add, ''Fat my tears iirto Thy 1x>ttie: «ar» 

not these things noted in Thy book ?" 

VfAhet eltwed his eyes fof a momeirt ia silent jxnyer : 
^ If Thon, Lonn, should be extreme to mark what is done 
amiss, who may abide it P" ^ Indeed/ ' said he to himself 
'^too true it is, that without the in&iite meatey of 
Chbist, none of us can stand at the Judgment;. Bat,. 
Benry, the future \ when I am gone, wheels that I haive 
set in motion by suggestion, by example, by neglect, who 
sJhatt stop ? If for you, dear Henir, God's graee ka» 
watered the seed so feebly sown, in now many cases mi^ 
imin be impending where my neglect has been gteabeaf, 
and the power of evil more active !" 

*^ They all kyve you," said Henry ; '' there isn't one in 
the school or the yillage that is not sad and silent now 
because you are ill, and I know there is a wonderful 
diange eome over many a one here, from what I haye 
heard say, since you've been among us." 

There was again a pause of some two qr tiiree minutes, 
when the sound of a footst^ broke on the quiet, and the 
fiffure of Mr. Mordaunt emerged firom the lime treea^ 
Henry rose on sedng him, and Walter started. 

"^This is very late for you to be out," said Mr. Mor« 
daunt, in a tone of deep kbidness and affioction ; '' I don't 
think you should be out so late." 

''It doesn't matter much/' said Walter, smiling, "it 
is but a question of a few hours more or less, and I waa 
asking Henry deeply and closely as to the past, for I 
find it so hard to xealise what must be so soon, the Day 
(rf Judgment." 

" And what has been the result of your investigation?" 
said Mr. Mordaunt. 

'* Why," said Walter, with a voice of more cheerfulness 
than usual, " what I feel to be indeed a truth is this, that 
if is quite impossible to depend on any ground of whafe 
one has done for oneself; for, after all, it must be but 
liie striking of balances between the good and the evil, 
but I do thank Qon, that in this one case at least, I may 
have reason to hope that I have striven to work for 
Him. 

" Do you think,siry it was wrong that I should try and 
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probe into this matter, standing as I do on the threshold 
of eternity?" 

"Why should it be wrong?" said Mr. Mordaunt. 
" S. Paxil himself says, speaking of death and reviewing 
the past, * I have fought a jjood fight, I have finished my 
course; henceforth there is laid up for me a crown of 
righteousness*' He doe» not view it as wrtmg to bok on 
the ^ast with satis&botion, where he can do it, and to take 
eomtort from the retrospect, although at the same time 
lie says plaihly enou^ that he knows, in him 'dwelleth 
no good thing,' but that ' by grace he is saved, which is 
•tikO gift of Son,' and that, &ar Walter, must be your 
hope and privilege in dying. Search and see all you can 
of the past life ; east the ray of the lamp of the death-* 
bed hour along the road by whidi you have come, and 
wherever you can see stones you have cast in the way, 
strive now to remove them by penitence and prayer, and 
believe that multitudes, which lie there unseen, which no 
light but the full blaze of the Judgment Day will bring 
out, will then be all removed by Hun Who delighteth in 
mercy, and Who does not wish the death of a sinn^, but 
that att should come to Him to be saved." 

They rose to gOr Walter, supported on one side by 
Mr. Mordaunt, and Henrv on the other, found it difficult 
to reach his home~*4;bat hoihe to which he had first come 
three years before, through whose window had peered on 
the October night the firelight that welcomed his arrival. 
Three kmg years had passed, of how much discipline and 
instruction to the young Schoolmaster, that Day alone 
will tell, when the rough unhewn Uook is shown side by 
side with the chiselled statue, when the plan of life haa 
been completed, and Baptism been tested by burial. 
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CHAPTER XXm. 

inGHT. 

WiXTEB little knew bow nearly he had anticipated his 
awful meeting with the Eternal ; that night was his last, 
the effort of the walk and conyersation had been too 
much for him in the weakened state of bis frame and 
condition. Mr. Mordaimt had gone home, and left 
Henry to watch through the night by the bedside of his 
friend ; with difficulty that night Walter reached bis bed, 
but his mind was at peace, and he felt as if he was 
making his peace with Gon ; a yoice seemed to sound 
round the room, which said, *' Set thine house in order, 
for thou shalt die and not liye." Hemy seemed to bear 
it, and an unconquerable sadness sunk upon his spirit, as 
he looked on the old furniture so dear to him, the warning 
dock, the speechless books, the kettle that now no longer 
wailed upon the hearth. How when the spirit takes its 
flight from the human being, all that belonged to him, 
the furniture of his house, the flowers of his garden 
seemed to be bereft of life. 

Mr. Mordaunt was sitting in his study yery late that 
night reading, the room in which he had had so many con- 
yersations with Walter, the cricket chirping on the hearth 
was his only companion. A footstep outside on the grayel 
walk broke the stillness ; a low tap at the window showed 
that the yiedtor, whoeyer it was, had discoyeied that the 
clergyman was in his room; the tap was quickly fol- 
lowed by the well-known sound of Patrick's yoice. 

*^ And is your riyerence awake then or aslape, for sure 
enough I come with heayy tidings." 

Mr. Mordaunt had by this time undone the shutter, 
the Irish boy stood betore him in his peculiar attire; 
there was something unusual about the expression of his 
countenance, which lacked its mirthful glee. 

'' Sure and he's dying," said Patrick, as with a quiyer- 
ing lip he looked up into Mr. Mordaunt's &oe, his eyes 
swelling with tears, and a gush of sorrow bursting from 
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bifl heart; all the warmth and reality of his character 
seemed to come out. 

" Sure and he's dying," said he, " and where shall we 
all he P there isn't his like on this side Paradise, and 
there's where he'll he hefore the sun rises; oh, Mr. 
Mordaunt, Mr. Mordaunt, wiU not your riverenoe make 
haste and come P" 

** Where to, and for what ?" said the clergyman, per- 
plexed at the young Irishman's anxious and hurried 
manner. 

" Why surely then, and haven't I heen standing at the 
comer of the street for these last two nights, thinking 
whether he'd want naething, that I might jist rin like 
an arrow firom the how, to fetch either the doctor or your 
riyerence or Lady Liwy, or anything the good master 
wanted, and I have been backwards and forwards to the 
window this forty times, and watched the light coming 
through the pane, and put my finger to my Up to make 
my heart bate quiet, and sure enough I'ye been to-night 
the twentieth tune, and just as I got under the window, 
what should open but the door, and there stood Henry ^ 
looking scared-like, and he said, ' Is that you, Patrick, 
my boy,' and I said, ' Sure enough and it is ;' and hd 
said, * Oh then just run for his riverence, for sure enough 
he's dyiQg,' and so I made no more ado but here I am." 

Prom this rambling narratiye Mr. Mordaunt collected 
that Walter had had some sudden relapse ; he hastened 
hurriedly out of the house, and was at Walter's door 
before tne young Irishman could overtake him. It was 
too true, the exertion of yesterday was too much, and he 
had broken a bloodvessel, whicn was bringing on im- 
mediate death. When Mr. Mordaunt entered, the room 
had but its two occupants, Walter and Henry ; the lamp 
shed its quiet light on wall and ceiling, painting on both 
the shadows of the bed and the phials on the table, that 
motionless and voiceless procession which stalks after us 
'to the grave. Henry stood beside the bed with his 
finger on his under lip, in that attitude which betokens 
one who fears to gaze on death, but has not yet fuUy 
realised that it is his bony finger that is knocking at 
the door. The small fire had just sunk down into ashes^ 
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and the krttle ob the hob w^ yiekling forth its last 
breath, as the heat departed from it ; t&ough the thin 
window curtain was just beginning to steal the odd grey 
light of the earliest morning. Mr. Mordaunt approached 
the end of the bed, and heard as well as saw that death 
was near ; the po<»r Irish boy had crept up behind him, 
and stood in the doorway with an expression midwajr 
between distress and curiositj ; suc^ was the group 
that gathered around that deaifch-bed pillow. Walter 
stretched out his hand with some difficulty to Mr. Mor- 
daunt as he approached, and in brok^i accents said, 
'* You se^ sir, I hare stepped down into the cold waters 
at last y I shall soon be on the other side. Oh, Mr. Mor- 
daunt, will He meet me there, and tdLl. me my sins 
are forgiven ?" 

'^ Sure enoueh, and didn't He say," burst out the Irish 
boy, " ' those wat convert a soul shaJl shine like the stars, 
and he that turns a sinner £rom the error of his ways 
shall cover a multitude of his sins ;' and I know of one 
soul that you have converted and turned from his sin, and 
sure enough it's my own, for I am a different boy as 
Cork is from Gahvay from what I was when I knew you 
first." 

The last accents of this speech quivered with emotion^ 
and the poor fellow finished Wrsting into a flood of tears 
as he threw himself down on his knees at the end of the 
bed, and hid his face in his hands. 

" Thank OtOJ) for that," said Walter, joining with effort 
his feeble hands and letting them fall on the sheet from 
exhaustion. 

Heziry did not speak, for he could not ; but searoely 
breathing he drew quietly in front of Walter's eye, and 
looked at him with that unutterable] oaze of affectioa 
and sorrow, which meant, "I feel all that Patrick feels, 
and could say the same, if you wanted it ; but I cannot 
now." 

" Dear Henry," said Walter, letting one of his hands 
drop towards that kind and silent watcher, who bad so 
faithMly attended him to the end. Mr, Mordaunt 
looked from one to the other, and then to Walter's 
smilu^g face with feelings of intense delight aud grati- 
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tude ; and there brob^ £tam Ids UpB ilte words, *^ Ye are 
my joy and crown of regoidng.'* 

" In that day," said Walter, in a faint voice filliog up 
the sentence. 

** Well, Walter," said Mr. Mordaunt, approaching his 
side, and looking at him with that look, and speaking 
with that tone of voice, which meant how the spirit 
of the living loiig8» yet almost dreads, to communicate 
with the spirit of the departed, and yearns to know by 
any sign, however indefinite, what the JEeelingB are on the 
edge of that stream, so dreaded yet so inevitable; so 
natural ! We come down to gaze along its banks, and 
watdi eadi trembling trav^er who approaches to cross 
the water: we look far and wide, hither and thither alon^ 
the crowded shore and watch each throe and struggle of 
the swimmers in their agony. We must pass too pre* 
sently. 

|< Well," said Mx. Mordaunt. Walter turned his 
dying eye to him, and smiled calmly and quietly. His 
lips moved^: Mr. Mordaunt guessed his meaning and 
prayed. 

When he had done these was a stillnjaaa, for /all looked 
An, thinking the exhaustion had beeen .too groat and that 
he was really now sinking. On that stillness floated up 
little whispers and lialf-utten^ voices from below. No 
wave bears sounds so sorely and quietly along as the deep 
stillness of the house of death. A Irttle group had ga« 
thered round the door below. The rumour had «oaa 
spread that moiniBg that the schophnaster was dying. 
Jonah had set out early without saying a word to any-^ 
body; he had fidgeted out of the house, and gone down 
to the garden, and picked all the flowers fix)m his own 
Httle bed, and taken his independent solitary way to the 
house of Walter. He was n quiet little fellaw, seldom 
spoke, ;pt all could see that theme were deep thou^s in 
that quiet eye of his. He passed IBabert Harris on the 
way, with the milk-pail, dawdUng under the hedge, and 
knocking. off high grass^topswiyii&e idiarp bottom of the 
pail. 

''Hollo, Joney!" cried Eobert, giving aoEKlher knock 
to the blade .cf giass, and iooking dovnj^ the time. 
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'' Ah," said Jonah, as he walked^resolutelj on. 

" Where are you going, Joney ?** 

"Schoolmaster'B.'^ 

" Why—has he sent for you P" 

"No, he's a dying." 

" No, be he ? I say, Joney— " 

But Joney had marched on. A clatter of the milk- 
pails told that Bobert was running, and in a few minutes 
he was pursuing Jonah's steps towards Walter's house. 
Two other boys were already at the door, and listening 
with lips down-drooping to the sounds above. 

" Schoolmaster's a dying." — " Schoolmaster, eh !" said 
Eichard Wegg; "no, be he? who be there?"— "Are 
you going in r I won't." — " Harry and the Irishman are 
up there ; I should like to go." — " He's a good 'un ; 
didn't I love him just; I'll go up." — ^**No, don't; see, 
here's Joney." 

Jonah came up, and asked no question, but looked up 
the stairs, coloured up and then ascended. The rest fol- 
lowedy creeping up stealthily. All had gathered outside 
the door or Walter's room, which stood partly open ; they 
began to whisper. It was the sound which broke upon 
the stillness of death, and was borne on the wave of ^t 
noiseless silence. 

Walter pointed to the door ; Mr. Mordaunt opened it, 
and the little fellows entered. Jonah wetft straight up 
to the bed, and with his face hid and his eyes filling with 
tears, thrust forward the flowers. But the sight of 
Walter seemed at the first moment to stagger him. He 
paused. 

" Here be flowers for you ; I've grown them a long 
time in my garden ; they are all I have." 

The poor little fellow threw them on to Walter's hand, 
which was extended to take them, but they fell scattering 
on the bed around ; and Jonah fairly burst into teare^ 
and fell on his knees by the bed and sobbed aloud. 

"Ah, Joney, my boy, and we've lost a frind, and 
haven't we jist ? but Joney, we'll follow his steps in the 
good way, and we'll jist come out through the winding 
Lee into the cove — only if 11 be a better than the Cove of 
Cork. Oh, maister, and if there was ever the ]jke o' ye ! 
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I'll think of ye, and- do as yeVe told me to the last 
breath o' life.'* 

The little company had gathered round the bed; 
some seven or eight of the boys were by this time in 
the room. 

Walter evidently knew who were there, and all that 
was going on. His lips continued moving. ''These, 
Walter, mQ be your crown of rejoicing at the last day — 
these, whom God has given you." 

Mr. Mordaunt proceeded to administer the Holy Com- 
munion ; Henry and Patrick received it too : the others 
remained in the room. It was a solemn occasion — very. 
Those boys, on the threshold of life, would never forget 
it. Through chamber after chamber of life's great man- 
sion they were to pass, and as each door closed behind 
them, echoes from the last room still would linger to the 
next. Boyhood's shout still rings around the chamber 
of youth ; and youth's warm, jubilant cry still lingers 
round the chamber of the man, and the last doorway of 
old age still admits the whispers of the man. £ut of all 
those lingering sounds, none so abide with us to the end 
as the words of the first death-bed attended in the mom- 

When the last sacred service was over, it was evident 
that the mortal agony drew to its dose. The swimmer 
had nearly given ms last throe ; and though his face that 
appeared above the wave bore marks ever and anon of 
peace and joy as each new billow was surmounted, there 
were also those jarring expressions of anguish, which 
told how, beneath the water, the struggler toiled for the 
mastery. 

Hezury held his head, lying himself along the pillow, 
the better to support and ease him. Dear Henry f Oh, 
how dear to Walter's dying eye was that boy's face— the 
kind and dear companion of so many hours of solitude ; 
the cheerer of many a day's suffenn^, and the first deep 
object of interest he had known in Me. The other boys 
remained kneeling around the bed, fitting company &r 
the d^ing hour of the young schoolmaster. Blessed in- 
deed if the same company gather round him in the 
morning of the Sesurrection ! 
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The lamp, whieh flickered im. its socket, gare tkoee last 
efforts which gleam before it expires. 

** Oh, sir," said Walter, as if to seise the last o^por- 
timiiy, ^* oh, sir, how long-suffering and forbeansg Qo3 
has been with me! There are moments now w^en I 
tremble to approach Him so nearly as I must now ; but 
yet I feel at other moments peace. Maj I ?" 

^ Yes, Walter, aurelj ; diffidence is a fault as much as 
. over-confidence. God must forgive the highest aaint 
guilt deep^jed as ebonj. To hL Eye, when licaiining 
this lower world, all of us must be stained with sin be- 
yond our imaginati<ni ; and what must that be to Him 
'Who is of purer ejres than to behold iniquity P All de* 
pend on His forgiving mercy. The test is this : Do we 
willingly bear and do anytlung which may mute vm to 
Him and conform us to His blessed Will, whatever it 
maybe." 

He paused : Walter was Iktening intently. He -fixed 
his eyes anxiously on Mr. Mordaunt, to catch each last 
word he said. 

* Bear His blessed will, whatever it may be— «ven ibo,** 
Bflid Walter; ^' I do long to do that. 1 ean say l^st, 
though through my life I have been so bcMtatmg and 
doubtinfi;. Oh, sir, will He accept me P" 

"< WaMer," said Mr. Mordaunt, ** He longs to ha¥e 
you in heaven: to bring you there He died on tiieXyross, 
and now intercedes ; to brins you there He has spared 
and borne with you year mer year, and when tiie axe 
was laid to the root cf the tree, has drawn it away. If 
He had wished to shut you out of heaven. He woidd 
have cut you off in your hours of deepest infirmity; not 
liave saved you tiU you had repented and bet^ eor- 
reeted." 

Walterfitill^aeeddeeply on the &oe of Mr. Mordaunt. 

^'€k>n/' continued he, ''can do as He will: «t amy 
moment He will. He can snap the t^uread of life, and 
break the wheel at the cistern ; and if He uitended or 
desired ^our loss, He would never have given yea the 
oppOTtunities you have had, or spared ^eu to have tbe 
earnest sorrows and denres you now reause.'' 

'* Blessed word V* said Walter, in a fiimt whisper* 



IHGHT, 225 

But the wheel at the cistern was taking its last turn, 
and the bowl near to its breaking. At that moment the 
sound of a horse outside broke on the stillness of the 
room. A carriage stopped at the door — a step was heard 
quickly ascending the stair, and at the aperture of the 
door the figure of a woman stood. Walter's eye detected 
her, and his lips formed the sound of "Ellen." The 
next moment Ellen was hj his side ; his hand, cold, thin, 
and clammy, in her's ; his eye fixed with all its deep yearn- 
ing longing love on her's. His lips moved — he could not 
speak — he struggled to do so, and pressed her hand in 
his. 

Ellen! the name of years — ^the one dear object to 
which every thought had flown, round which every affec- 
tion had centred: Ellen! for whom "Walter had first 
come a schoolmaster to Elersly — had first made a home 
that she might have one by and by ; the name which had 
cheered his solitary meals — to which the old tea-kettle 
had played its melancholy wailings, and the letters of 
which ever seemed written m fairy characters on the wall to 
Walter's longing eye. Ellen! oh, what did not that 
name possess! power to cheer every sorrow, and heal 
every wound. What hours of dulness had he not gone 
through, saying to himself, " Ah, never mind ; Ellen will 
one day, soon, be sitting there !" What encouragement 
had it not given him when he was desponding, and con- 
solation when he was disappointed ! and when sometimes 
he thought no one cared for him, he felt, " Never mind, 
Ellen does, and she is the point of life to me." So strong 
in principle, so calm in mind, so able to guide him, so 
wdling to live for him : yes, Ellen ! there she was, come 
to close his dying eyes, and catch the last whisper of his 
sinking breath. He knew her ; his eye was all on her ; 
his hand was in her's. A smile lit up his face ; he lifted 
up his hand, and it fell down on the sheet, heavy and 
motiouless. His lips moved. 

"Ellen, dear Ellen, we shall meet, through Jesus 
Ohbist — " He paused, and lifted up his finger. 

"Heaven," said Ellen leaning over his face, herself 
overwhelmed with grief. 

Sut he was gone. His eye still looked at Ellen ; the 



226 WALTEB, THX 80H00LMASTEB. 

conile with which he met her still plajed round his Ep ; 
his hand still held her*s. But the cage was emp^ ; the 
chrysalis was hut a shell; the wings which had heen 
formed and matured in its coils were spread, unfolded, 
glorious in the sun of the cloudless and everiasting 
morning. 

&one ! Yes, Henry, "Walter is gooe ; he will meet you 
at the Day of Jude^ment. "No more sitting with him at 
tea, or holding his hand in your's; all oyer now. Act as 
he would have you. 

Gone ! Yes, Patrick, poor Patrick, weep on, Walter 
is gone. 

Yes, poor boys, you have lost a friend ; all have lost a 
friend— Mr. Mordaunt — Elersl^ — all have. That calm, 
cold, motionless form is but a picture ; an impress of seal 
on wax ; a nest in autumn from which the bira has flown, 
her work done ; a home, empty, lonely, uninhabited, and 
soTTOwfiil ; the resid^it has gone. The dust will go to 
the earth, and "the spirit will return to God Who 
gave it." 

*• I heard a voice from heaven, saving unto me, Write, 
!From henceforth blessed are the dead which die in the 
LoBB : even so, saith the Spibit ; for they rest from tiiezr 
labours." 



CHAPTEE XXIV. 

I>AWF. 

: Waltib wasr buried on Sunday afternoon at four 
o'clock, or rather his remains were ; for he had passed 
away, and waa there from whence no one ever yet re- 
turned to tell us aught. 

The afternoon sun shot hot and red on the south and 
west sides of the village church, and streamed through the 
west window on to the ruddy pajrement of the ehnicfa, and 
painted lively coloured pictures on the floor with ec^un 
stolen ia ita passage through the stained wiadow; All 



tbe scbool followed his coffin as the quiet prOcessioB 
passed along the hot lane and under the shade of the 
hedge boughs; nearly all the inhabitants of Eleraly 
were out ; mothers with their little ones by the hand, 
and husbands walking in front with their hands buried in 
their smocks ; all lored Walter, many deeply. And then? 
he had died so young ! His father had come up with 
Ellen, and he followed him behind the coffin ; Henry and 
Patrick walked together. Poor Henry. Power seemed 
gone from everything, or added to everything, which ? W 
was hard to say. The funeral of God's people is a bridal or 
A widowhood : it is difficult to determine which. Mr. 
Mordaunt spoke to them all in church afber the liesson, 
while the coffin lay along, with the sun streaming on the^ 
black velvet. He preached from the words, " Her sun? 
has gone down while it is yet day." 

" Gone down" below our horizon, but to shine, oh 
how brightly there, where the clouds which girdle the 
setting glo^ seem gazing in still and silent contem* 
platiou. ** "i et day :" no need to fear the hot fever of 
manhood^s afternoon, its ambition, its anxiety, its money 
making ; no need to go down into the cold, pale, colour* 
less twib'ght oi the evening of old age ; her listlessness, 
her indifference, her shadowy doubts, her cold, voiceless, 
spectres, her ghosts of departed thought and principles, 
shuddering and gibing after the tottering form which 
limpe to the midnight grave. ** Gone down, while yet 
day." 

They all were scattered home. Henry sat with Mr. 
Mordaunt, and Patrick mused on a basket with his hands: 
round his knees in his mother's cabin. Mr. Mordaimir 
quietly read that evening scenes from the deaths of 
Gob's people, and Henry listened. And all went on 
as usual in the village and in the church ; though one, 
who had lately occupied so prominent a part in all, had 
passed for ever from the scene, and knew, what none here 
know, what there is beyond. He was seeing what he 
had talked of, and was mingling with what had hitherto 
been the object of his teaching. 

Walter's grave grew green in the churchyard : miOBS 
frilowed grasB, and flowers folldwed moss; It was-one of a 
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number, others were added quickly, and Boon the young 
Bchooiroaster's had become an old graye ; one which 
people spoke of as among the many which filled the 
churchyard, to which each new sojourner to eternity was 
added. It was often visited by no careless or merely 
curious gazers. It was a silent home of deep, calm, 
holy thought for many years to come : a sandbank which 
held the vessels of many souls freighted with holy memo* 
ries, holy desires, and holy intentions. It became to 
some like an old tune first loved in boyhood, and heard in 
lone-after years, recalling blessed feehngs. 

The moment Walter was gone, his work began to take 
effect ; the moment his root was underground, it sent up 
shoots and blossoms a hundredfold ; the deeper down in 
dust his remains, the higher and more beautiful sprung 
the fruit of his work. 



" Master can't know it, it's impossible ; we've only got 
to have it back again by Saturday night, and that we shall 
easy — we must ; for Jem Corday owes me three bets, and 
he always pays 'em, he's honourable; he'll pay me o' 
!EViday night, and all's right ; master won't look in the 
till before Saturday night ; do, there's a good'un." 

" No," said a quiet determined voice from a fair youth 
of sixteen, who went calmly on with his work at baking 
— "no." 

" Oh 1 what a fool you are ; it's so nasty and spiteful 
of you ; you know we can't do it without you'll promise 
not to peach ; so dog-in-the-manger like. l5o now, there's 
a good un, do ; you shan't touch the till ; we'll do it, and 
you shall have one-third all to yourself; onlv don't peach ; 
for master trusts you like a post, and if vou tell him 
anything he'll believe it direct ; do, Joney, tnere's a good 
fellow, do." 

"I won't," said Jonah; "nothing shall make me, 
nothing on earth, Jem ; so there's an end of it ;" and 
Jonah put down the loaves, and looked quietly and 
firmly at Jem. 

"very well," said his companion, "very well; then 
you know what ; I'll expose you ; we'll all do so ; we'll 
all swear to it» that you are a thief, and master'U believe 
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118 ; we^ll do it tbrough missis, and then we're safe ; now 
then, old fellow, settle at once ; will you help us or no ?" 

Walter had often to the boys dwelt on the character 
of Joseph and his conduct in the prison, and the impres- 
sion had been deep; they had never forgotten it; he 
would dwell on it for the hour together : Joseph, young, 
pure, high-minded, high-principled. Jonah never spoke 
of it, but he treasured it ^ip in the deepest cell of his 
heart ; he longed to do and be the same. '* But, then, 
how can I ?" said he to himself, as he knocked off two or 
three red poppy heads peering out of the golden corn in 
the field as he walked home. ** How can I ? I shall never 
be in Egypt, that's safe; and I don't know, I hope 
I shan't be in jail :" here he stopped. " I shan't tell a 
dream or be a prince, that's sure ; so I don't know how 
I'm to be like Joseph, as master says ; but never mind, 
it'll come some day." 

Jonah went up to bed that night of the above-men«« 
tioned conversation to a little room which had a window 
looking down into a street. There was a pot of ger^ 
nium there with scarlet flowers bright and red, and two 
pots of mignionette and a myrtle. There was his box, a 
green one, as neat as when he brought it ; and his bed, 
as white and neat as could be. He took out his Bible 
and thought of Walter and school, old school days ; they 
kept him close, like an anchor to a shore ; he read the 
story of Joseph ; he did not know why ; he had a fancy 
the day had come that he was something like him ; he 
prayed as he ever had — ^the prayer Walter taught him, on 
the rule Walter gave him ; and he fell asleep at peace ; 
the days of old spread out their wing around him, and 
he was at rest. 

"Jonah!" said his master the next morning, "Is 
it true ? can it be ? that you, whom I have so trusted, 
should have deceived me, cheated me, robbed me P" 

The baker spoke with words full of touching and real 
distress as he looked at Jonah. 

"Bobbed you, sir? no!" said Jonah indignantly as 
the colour rose to his cheek. " No, that I haven't ; who 
says it — ^who can prove it ?" 

"All the three boys declare to it," said the master; 
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and tbey tell mo if I search jcmr box, I shall find all the 
contents of the till." 

'' It's false, sir, quite, quite false/* said Jonah ; " I nerer, 
never did, and never will rob you of one farthing." 

*' I believed jou, Jonah, haven't I p and felt sure you 
never would deceive me. But what am I to say ? tibey 
swear to it, three to one. And then here's proof ; there's 
a footmark on the sand outside, and it answers to your's, 
and no one else's." 

'' Search my box, search everything I have," said 
Jonah indignantly, giving up the key to his master. 

"I will," said the latter, most honestly adding, "I 
never thought it would come to this." 

The box was opened. Jonah stood by ; the three boys 
were present, Jem and all : under a clean shirt there lay 
ihe money, the very same till money, lying safe enough. 

Jonah coloured up. "It's a tricV' cried he, "if a 
false ; I never put it there, never," 

*^ Oh don't add lies to theft," said the baker shaking 
his head. 

" Oh you wicked, wicked boy," said the baker's wife. 
" I always knew what would come of your smooth faoe ; 
knew you were a hypocrite, always. Jem, run for the 
p'Hoe." 

"Stop," said the baker; "no, I will not have the po- 
lice. Jonah, I alwavs trusted you, and you have always 
been a good boy till now, always ; you have served me 
well, I won't disgrace you. No ! I'll have no police ; but 
begone out of my house before night, box and all, and 
the LoBP turn your heart and forgive you ! G^ood-bye, 
Jonah my lad, I'm sorry for you." 
. ' So saying the good baker turned away, and Jonah was 
left alone. He stood some minutes stupified, looking at 
the box and the shirt. Oh, how he had striven to main- 
tain a good character, and to nurture the seed Walter 
had sown ! but now it was all, all gone 1 Never mind : 
he thought of Joseph, and was happy, 

" Jonah," said a voice. Jonah started. " Joney, boy, 
we've caught ye in a net, there's no esci^. But just 
swear one thing for us about it, and we'll g^t you off and, 
lay all the blsjne on Bob NichoUs/' 
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' " Never !" said Jonah. " If my master won't believe 
me and won't hear me, I'll gp." 

" He won't hear you, not a word," sidd Jem ; " he's 
ahnt up by missis as fast as a mouae in a trap. There's 
no hope except through us." 

"Then I'll have no hope at all," said Jonah. "I'll 
serve God and do what's nght ; and dear master always 
said that would come out right in the kmg run ; so I'll 
be off, and leave it to Him to settle." 

" Very well," said Jem scoffingl^, " go your own gate." 
And that evening, alone with his small wages in his 
pocket, disgraced by man, an outcast from his master's 
house, his mother dead, Jonah sat in the upp^ room of 
a tavern where he had taken up his lodging. 

" I say, young sir, I don't know who you are, a runaway 
apprentice or what not; but however, two shillings a 
night for the room, money cash, pay to-night, and no 
tick," said a fat landlady to poor Jonah, with her cap 
strings flying off her neck, and a mien and carnage whida 
betokened a position and habit of command which no 
Indian Begum could have excelled 

" Very well," said Jonah, as the door closed, and he 
took out of his box his little Bible and a book of devo- 
tions which Walter had given him ; and by the miserable 
candle which was given him, proceeded to read his even-> 
ing devotion, and he crossed off his Httle square on the 
card as carefully as he had done when he lived under 
Walter's eye. He lay down to sleep, quite happy under 
God's own care. 

Thus Jonah in London could be like Joseph in Egypt. 

Widter, do you see that boy in that far world of un^' 
known, unseen beings to us ? Do you see him sitting 
there, peaceful, happy in adversity, calm and quiet in 
mind and face, &om your teaching and your example ? 
Bo you see him, in that far world, the vestibule of eter* 
nity 9 Can you take joy in those whom you have led 
to God ? Are you resting near the door through which 
He is coming to paradise to release the redeemed for 
ever ? Are you waiting and watching His footfiedl, and 
are you reckoning those who will speak for you to Him 
VfaoBO ear ja open to hear the souls whom His own 
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people have brought to Him P those who will make yoa 
shine as a star for ever and ever ? Then, Walter, there 
on that box in that tavern is one who will bless you for 
ever, and for whom you may thank God with all your 
heart. In that little dark tavern-room is the streak of 
your morning, the dawn of the everlasting day. 

** Hollo, Patrick, my boy, and it's we who are to be in 
the attack on the enemy at the dawn of the morning. 
Sure enough, they are gathered like poppies in the com, 
thick as mustard with the river behind them, and no 
escape ; and their cannons frowning at us in a row, with 
their mouths wide open, as if they said * come and be 
killed.' " 

'* Faith, and is it so ? and shall I be my fayther's son, 
thin ?" said Patrick, starting up, and rubbing his eyes 
prepared to get ready. " And sure enough, my fayther 
ever said I should follow in the steps of glory : and won*t 
my mother rejoice in her pavilion ; and won't their 
leddyships Blarnie and Killamie have a feast that day of 
oats beyond common, when the news of my being in the 
fight is read in large letters in the news !" How long 
Patrick would have gone on it is hard to say ; but there 
was no time to lose, for the stir along the whole line, the 
silent movement on every side, announced that in a few 
minutes the re|;iment must be in action. 

The dawn of morning was fast breaking. 

" What are ye at, Patrick ?" cried his comrade. 

But no answer came for two or three minutes. 

'' Sure ! and I'm praying to the King of kings to guard 
me in the day of battle, and pardon me if I'm killed." 

" You fool," said his comrade ; ** what a methodist you 
are." 

''Methodist or not, I'm treading his footsteps who 
showed me the wav to heaven, and I'll tread them to the 
end. Didn't I tell him as he was dying, ' Maisther, God 
bless you! I'll by God's help foUow your voice till I 
die ?' and didn't he say — God bless him — * Patrick, ipeet 
me in glory P' and wasn't he a frind to me and all of us ? 
He was no man of words without acts." 

But the signal was given, and all were afoot. The dawn 
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was advancing to morning, and tbe long red lines of the 
enemy appeared with their white turbans, thre'fe times the 
number of the English ; the artillery were drawn up in 
long and terrible array. A single shot from the enemy's 
cannon issued from the ominous line ; the ball struck on 
the ground before the British, and driving up a cloud of 
dast, it bounded far over the heads of the line and buried 
itself in the sand beyond. 

The signal was given ; the herald had gone forth, and 
the blast of his breath bore death. 

Five minutes, and smoke and flame, groans and crying, 
the crash of arms and the thunder of artillery, eclipsed 
every other sight and drowned every other sound. Twice 
in that awful hour Patrick's name was heard mentioned 
approvingly by the commanding oflGlcer, and twice Patrick 
gallantly and bravely did honour to his own and his fa- 
ther's name ; but far more than to either, to Walter's* 
Amid the volleys of oaths, the curse and the blasphemy, 
which hung on other lips, not one escaped his. He had 
promised Walter once, by God's grace, to break through 
the habit of swearing, and he did. 

Once more. The infantry had borne it well ; in line 
and square they had sustained the terrible charge, and 
sustained it nobly. Once more the enemy's cavalry 
charged. Five furious horsemen dashed desperately on 
with their sabres uplifted and their pistols ready to dis- 
charge; Patrick was in the kneeling line, his eye was 
steady and his hand firm. They fired : the foremost horse- 
man reeled in the saddle and fell with violence over the 
horse's neck to the ground; his foot slipped from the 
stirrup, and the horse with distended nostril and eye 
bloodshot galloped riderless away. The second received 
a wound in his chest, his pistol fell, his figure bent over 
the horse's neck, and the animal bore his master from 
the field. The third dashed madly on ; he presented his 
pistol full at Patrick's face ; the boy never swerved, but 
discharged his musket, and the same instant that the 
musket-ball pierced the brain of the horseman, the pistol- 
bullet struck him in the chest. He fell. 

He was drawn into the middle of the square : they 
tore off his shirty and from the dreadful wound the blood 
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fell in torrents ; he beat his head bfM^k on the shoulders- 
o£ two soldiers. His &ce was rapidly paling with the 
tordi of deal^. 

*' God bless ye all ! Ye*re very kind to me. I die, 
oh so peaceful! Through Jssus Chbibt IVe long 
begged to be forgiven, taxd I made up my account last 
night. Sure, and I made my little cross in the square as 
he used to bid us, to make sure we'd not gone to rest 
without seeing how matters stood above. Make way- 
there, for sure, I can't see, and it's all dark! Stand 
back, it's so hot there's no breathing ! Sure, I'm dying, 
and there's no mistake then !" 

'* Patrick," said an officer coming up, for the cavalry 
had ceased charging, and the enemy were retreating fast ; 
'' Patrick, you have acted bravely and well, and I have 
directions from the commanding officer to tell you that 
you'll be promoted." 

'* Ah, sure, and I'm glad, sure I am ; but there's no 
more promotion for Patrick in this low«r world, I've done. 
Carry every thing there is for me to my poor old mither : 
sure, and won't she fret when she hears as I'm gone ! 
But she'll like to hear of the proipotion ; she'll clap it on 
to her tales about my fayther. I'm sinking, hold me up 
a little ; there, just a little more. I'm so cold I Oh, 
what'U the King say on the other side, will He receive 
me there, poor sinner as I have been ? Lonn Jssxrs, re- 
ceive my spirit: I've laied to serve Thee, poor infirm 
thing that I am. Lobd Jesus — " and wiUi a sigh the 
Irishboy's spirit passed away. 

Another witness sped, Walt^ ; another voice to bear 
testimony. It creeps towards the day: the night of toil 
is over, the dawn, Walter, the dawn is brei^ng fast. 
From the baker's shop and the battle field the dawn of 
morning wakes. Happy Walter! 

^* That convict works wonderfully steadily," said the 
officer chief in command over the convicts at Norfolk 
Island. " He is very patient, and takes wonderfully well 
reproof and correction." 

" Yes, sir," said the other, "he is a wonderfiilly good 
one. He nev^ joins with any of the turbulent. I have 



PAWK. 236 

employed bim lately to ^aeach the men a bit of an evening^ 
to read: he's a good scholar, and been well brought 
up. Ay, and better than that, he learns his duty : it isn't 
aU as can read and write as learns his duty. To my 
mind, in many a school there's a deal too much of ihe first 
without the last." 

*^ Well, I'll have an eye to him, and he shall not lose 
his chance." 

It was night, and in his chain Eobert knelt down 
quietly to prajr. " Oh, my Gon, I thank Thee for sparing 
me so long ; JU)r being so long-suffering, and giving me 
time to turn to Thee." And he often thought of Witer, 
and to Walter's kindness and forbearance and Christian 
pleading he attributed, under Gon, all his present change 
of mind and will. 

He threw himself on his bed. He had scarcely com- 
posed himself before a light streamed down the room and 
whispers broke from the end. It was an awfully dark 
night, boisterous and wild. Many of the convicts were 
of the most ferocious kind, and for some time discontent 
had seized them at the officers in command. Eobert 
knew this, although he bad utterly kept out of it all. 
Some strong apprehension this night made him think he 
had better feign sleep. Figures approached his bed. 
There was a pause : they seemed staggered at something. 
They came ctose to Eobert. 

"He's asleep," said one, holding a candle dose to his 



" I don't believe it," said the other ; " he's shamming." 

'^ Shall I do it ?" said the first voice, and some sign 
was made of which Eobert was not aware. 

" No" said the other, ** it's blood, and th^re may be a 
struggle." 

" Oh, slaroggle ; no," said his companion, "there's no 
fear of tiiat ; I'll cut his throat from ear to ear as clean 
that he shan't move." 

The candle came nearer Eobert's face, so that he felt 
tiie warmth of it. There was another pause, 

" He's not shamming: he's asleep,' ' said one. " No one 
would have heard th^ civil speech of your's, and not 
turned pale or red a bit. No, he's all right: let's on to 
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the commandant's. We are strong enough with otir 
mates outside to knock down the watch ; and if we're 
once in the house, I wouldn't be the commandant's throat 
for something. And then we can hold against fifty of the 
soldiery in the house, till we are reinforced. Come along." 

And Eobert felt the candle was removed. He knew 
well the kind of characters around him ; he knew they 
would hesitate at nothing; that one of those awful 
attacks on human life for which Norfolk Island had been 
80 marked, was intended, he had no doubt. He knew 
well that murder would be perpetrated to any amount. 
Robert was a very different person to what he had been 
when the last dreadfiil scene had taken place in Sir Staf- 
ford's Park. He had often longed to have the opportu- 
nity of showing how differently he would act now if 
placed in similar circumstances. Now was the moment. 
Walter had written to him often since his departure, 
and in his long kiod letters had often dwelt on the 
need of restitution as a part of penitence. His words 
had sunk deeply into Bobert's mind, and he often prayed 
for the opportunity which G-on now gave him. 

The moment the light was gone, he opened his eves and 
sprang up. There was not a moment to lose. The men 
had left the door open ; they had gained the keys by 
murdering the turnkey below. Eobert slid out: the 
darkness favoured him. He stood in the doorwav to the 
street. The group were close before him, arranging. 

" Who is there ?" said a voice close to Bobert's ear. 

Eobert held his breath with anxiety. 

" No one, you fool," said one of the men ; ** don't you 
know your own mates f" 

Eobert slid through them. The sound of their muffled 
footsteps was now behind him. He sprang forward ; he 
flew to the commandant's house : the sentinel was there. 

" Hush !" said Eobert, " there's danger : let me in ; I 
must speak to the commandant." 

Eobert was well known, and, indeed, had he not been, 
the danger was clearlv imminent, for the measured tread 
of the assassins was heard advancing. He stood by the 
commandant's bed as the first pistol-shot rang through 
the passage below. 
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"Walter, Walter ! Bestitution!" saidEobert to himself, 
as the next moment he aroused the commandant to the 
imminence of the danger. 

But the alarm had been given in time, and all were 
saved. 

Sobert received his pardon and his release. He re- 
turned an altered man; and as he stood on the first 
Sunday after his return at Walter's grave, " It is to him 
I owe it all," said he. *' My God, Thy mercy is great," 

Blessed testimony ! Another streak of the dawn, 
Walter, which arrays herself for your everlasting day ! 

"They ought to be ashamed of themselves," said 
Kichard Barnes, "to go home like beasts more than 
men." 

" Oh, that is the way they talk at school. 1 hate that 
cant phrase, ' Go away like beasts.' Why, we are half 
beasts, and I see no harm in being jolly and merry with 
that half with the good things Gon has given us, richly 
to emoy." 

" For shame, Ned," said Barnes ; " it is wicked to hear 
the Bible used so. The verse doesn't mean that ; you 
know it don't : it's just twisting it all wrong." 

" Why, you talk like a parson, Dick ; who taught you 
to know what the Bible meant ?" 

" One who was better, Ned, than you'll ever be, while 
you go on at this rate : my schoolmaster as was who's gone 
to heaven long ago, and his grave is in the churchyard at 
Elersly. He taught me, and there was none like him, 
and I believe never will be." 

" Ah ! — I say, Ned, tell us what do you do with your 
money. You earn a lot; you're so steady and regular 
like ; and yet, where does it go to ?" 

It was wheat harvest ; the com was just carried, and 
the last cart gone home ; the red sinking sun had lit up 
the hot stubble after the burning heat of the August 
day ; the woods in long lines of ebon green hung uieir 
heavy boughs round the field, and straggling red poppies 
and corn-flowers drooped in languid splendour by the 
furrows where just now they had pkyed the coquette, peer^ 
ing in vain-glorious beauty through the wheati and then 
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hiding again ; all exposed now, tbey had nothing for it, 
but to stare in conscious vanity, or droop and die. 
Partridges rushed rapidly through the stubble, and large 
dragonflies darted wildly from spray to spray, as if 
in each eifort yieing with the last to poise himself on 
nofchingness. 

The two boys were lingering near the gate, while twenty- 
souths reeling with drunkenness bad left the field follow- 
ing the cart laden with Q-od's rich bounty. 

" Do with my money ?*' said Eichard, thoughtfully. 

" Ah," said the other. 

" Why, I keep old father and mother with it." 

"No, you don't, do youP Why, Dick, you'll ruin 
yourself. OhQdren shouldn't lay up for the parents, but 
parents fo^ the children, I thought. 

" Well, but you woul4n't have them go to the Union, 
would you, and you live in comfort?'* 

" Why not ? I can't help it ; it is not mjr faolt ; I 
must have ray turn by and by ; every one for bis day ; my 
old mother is in the Union — ^been there these three 
ye«r»." 

" Thank Gtojy, I was taught different," said Bichard. 
''Our schoolmaster, him as I' spoke of, always pressed 
that so strong about old parents. No, I'll always keep a 
house over their heads while I have a shiDing.'* 

" Well, well, you're a rum one. Oood-bye, we shaH see 
who's right in the end. You'll regret it one day." 

" Never, I believe,'* said Biehard, partly to himself^ for 
he was lefb alone. 

He walked quickly home. The son^ of the drunken 
youths sounded wildly and wickedly in the air as he 
hurried his foot»tep» home, thanking GtOD for hicr choice 
and the blessedness of hifrlife. The cottage door was open. 
It was evening, and by the side sat two old people, wait- 
ing Bichard's return, — ^the dear guardians and guides of 
hia duldhood^s days, both aged and infirm. He was their 
youngest boy, and to live for them was now his one great 
object in life. The sound of his returning footsteps was 
the hi^py moment of their day. 

" Here comeB> our Bichard," said tke feeble voice of 
hiia mother. 
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" God blesB him," said the old man ; " he nerer stays 
away harvest time or seed time." 

" And God mil bless him, I know, for erer and ever," 
said the old woman, the tears rolling down over her fur* 
rowed cheeks from her nearly sightless eyes. 

Eichard entered. ** Well, father and mother," said he, 
throwing down a bnndle of lease-com he had picked up 
himself, "there's half a quartern for you." 

" Bless the boy," said his mother. 

And He did bless him. When he married, after his 
father's death, his wife was a blessing to him, and his 
children grew up in peace and happiness round his knee. 
His mother ever had the chimney comer, and blessed 
him, oh, how fervently I with her dying lips ! He ho- 
noured his father and mother, and oh, how abundantly 
did he receive the promise ! " It is all Walter," he often 
used to say; " to him, under God, I owe it all." 

His children loved the name of Walter, and his wife 
had learnt to love it, as connected in her mind with the 
peaoe^l quiet of her own life. 

Another streak of dawn, Walter ; another throb of ihe 

C^ 90 of the everlasting morning ; another witness at the 
great day. Happy Walter J if from the vestibule of 
Paradise you are able to witness the scenes of earth. 
Dawn, dawning towards the perfect day; the evening 
over, the sad &rew^ls; the night past, the agony of 
dying; the dawn breaking now; no more 'going back — 
all going on ; advance towards daylight. 

Away went the wheels, six hundred of them in that 
long, low room : such a noise^ and such a whirl and whiz- 
zing of oonfnsion! its square-headed, dirty, miserable 
windows stuffed here and there with rags^ and the panes 
out. The windows looked out on to green hills and vales, 
and blue sky ; and at the end of the long, close, noisy, 
reeking room sat .a lad with pale &ce, whitish hair, and 
eyes very pale blue ; and his thin, wa«bed hand had been 
working on, and on, and on, at that weary' work of his ; 
but he never complained. No one took notice of him in 
the long fiustorv-Toom, eicept one or two near him, who 
seemed inclinod to laugh at him and jeer .him. B^t he 
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never seemed to care ; on he went with his work, quite 
indifferently. 

The work was done : the bell rung, and all rushed out 
from the factory. Bough words, hard language, which 
men use to beasts, followed the young ones ; and oaths 
and curses were interchanged with the old, 

" There goes Jemmy Wood !" was the cry which rose 
along the dirty street, along whose reeking gutters the 
imprisoned tribe were rushing wildly, startling cats from 
the yards and rats from the drains ; and by the articulate 
sounds which did rise, appearing as if hell were let loose. 

'* Let's have a Jemmy bait." I turned to look. Bight 
ahead of the mighty ticfe of filthy, swearing, mat-headed, 
creeping human beings, hurried a thin figure as quickly 
as he could go, down the street, over the bridge, along 
the dirty grass by the side of the lane, up an alley ; he 
never looked bemnd him. It was the boy I had seen in 
the factory. The howl of his pursuers rose on his ear ; 
it only increased his terrified speed. 

" A Jemmy bait !" cried the hell*crowd ; " duck him in 
the pea-green ditch.'* 

A roar of laughter broke up again like a drinking-song 
in hell, and the pursuers dashed more madly forward. 
But on shot the poor fugitive. 

Poor wretch ! whither are you going P Have you no 
protector ? none to take you in P none to pity or to aid p 
He reached the last comer, and darted towards the step 
of a miserable-looking hovel in the alley : his hand grasped 
with trembling agony the latch. That instant the headmost 
pursuer neared him, touched him, grasped him. A scream 
of agony burst from the pale lips of the trembling boy. 

** O, save me, save me I" cried he, bitterly, as his pur* 
suer tore him to the ground. 

" Give us your grub, you selfish, hoarding young 
miser!" cried the boy who held him, undoing a little 
bundle of food, out of which rolled the larger part of 
James's scanty meal. 

"And here's money, by Jove!" cried the other; 
" money all treasured up — ^five— six shillings, I'll swear !" 
And the money was dragged from the pocket of the 
trembling, boy. 
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''Oh, don*t, don't! it's all my saving for a whole 
month for poor Edward. Bo, do give me the money ! 
indeed, indeed, I wasn't saving it for myself. Oh, do, do 
give it me!" 

And he stretched his hand convulsively to catch it. 
In the struggle the money rolled into the gutter among 
the filth, and a hurst of laughter followed. Oh, the cry 
of hitter, hitter grief which rose from that poor trembler's 
lips, as he clasped his thin hands together and wept aloud. 
'' Oh, what shaU I do— what shaU I do P It's all, all gone- 
all lost — mv whole month's savings for poor Edward." 

'' Take that, ^ou young fool !" said his foremost perse- 
cutor, who, fearing that his cries mi^ht bring down pur- 
suit, gave James a parting blow, which levelled him with 
the ground ; he struck his head against a stone, which cut 
it open, and the blood flowed down profusely. His pur- 
suers darted off, and left him to his fate. 

I approached him. " My poor boy," said I, " you have 
got a bad blow ; can I help you to bind it up P" 

" Oh, no, no," said he, " never mind that ; the money, 
the mon^ — that's all ; the money for poor Edward 1" 

And as he spoke he began grubbing with his hands in 
the filthy ditch, the blood str^iming m>m his head, and 
streaking the reeking tide. 

"Who is Edward?" said L 

" It's my brother," said he, " up yonder ; he's a dyings 
and there's no one to look to him but me. I works for 
him, and I'd work all night and all day too— he's been 
such a broths to me." 

I helped him in his search, and after some difficulty we 
found nve out of the six shillings. He thanked me with 
the most touching gratitude : I offered to go up with him. 

" It's a miserable room,", said he ; " 'tisn't fit for such 
as you." 

" Oh, yes it is," said I ; " let me come." 

The boy seemed to hesitate. " We weren't always so 
bad off as we have been lately, and Edward and I are the 
only two left. Come along, sir, if you will.'* And the 
fiiMrtory-boy led the way up a rickety and Im^en stair- 
case. He laid his hands softly on the latch, and the do<^ 
opened: he beckoned me to follow. 

B 
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The room was miserablj furnished : a bed of straw lay 
in one comer, with a coverlet ; over it was hung a card 
with the 63rd Psalm written out in Walter's handwriting, 
and a little print of our Blessed Lobd, like those he gave 
them all. 

The window stood open towards the green and 
smiling hills and the blue sky : it was a sweet look-out. 
A little broken table stood in the middle, with the re- 
mains of a meal upon it. In a high-backed chairy the 
only approach to even decent comfort in the room, re- 
clined a youth somewhat older than my guide, asleep. 
His face was like that of a skeleton ; his long lashes lay 
on the pale waxen cheek ; his hand lay on the table, and 
he breathed heavily. The wind through the window 
blew about his long, weak hair ; he seemed to have fidlen 
asleep looking out of the window. 

" Edward's so fond of the hills, sir," said James, stand- 
ing before bis brother, and gazing sorrowfully on his pale, 
wan face. "Don't you think he looks very bad, sir? 
But he's not dying ; he told me he wasn't, tins morning. 
He said, some day soon, he should pull up to the top of 
the hill yonder, and we should love the blue sky and 
flowers again together, as we used to do. But I don't 
know ; I sometimes think Edward only says it because 
I'm sad." And James continued mutely gazing on his 
brother. 

I was lost for a moment in thought. I started at the 
silence. " Yes, be looks very ill," said I, " verv." 

Edward woke, and not seeing me, his eye roll on his 
brother ; a smile lit up his face. 

" Oh, Jemmy, I'm so glad you've come ; it seemed so 
loh^ to-day." 

He saw me, and coloured up. James explained who I 
was. I offered to do anything. I shall never forget the 
gratitude vsith which they both received my offer. ' 

I was not long in learning their history. They were 
brothers ; they once lived at Elersly, and were brought 
up by Walter. James was in his little class. They were 
orphans, and a richer relative had sent them down to the 
factory-town for work with some near relation ; but they 
soon found they had -come among hoUow ficiends* lu> 



one cared much for the orphans. Edward, the elder, soon 
sunk under the hard work and confined atmosphere, and 
was evidently in a deep decline. James had worked hard 
to keep his brother and himself. They loved each other 
tenderly, more than most ; and James seemed to feel that 
his life was nothing to his love for his brother. 

"You don't think he'll die, do you, sir?" said he, 
looking up anxiously in my face. I could say but little 
which could comfort him : death was plainly there. 

** Oh, sir, what should I do without him f " said Edward, 
as James lefb the room a few minutes ; " oh, sir, he has 
been a brother indeed — such a brother ! God will bless 
him. I know I haven't much longer ; but I don't tell 
him so. He won't — dear, dear James, he won't stay in 
this sinful town when I'm gone; it's a little hell, sir. 
When he's buried me, dear Jemmy will seek his fortune 
^ewhere. He wasn't brought up to such as this." 

I asked something further, which led to Edward telling 
me that James had oeen one of Walter's own pupils ; and 
the deep love and influence which "Walter held over him 
had never passedaway : it had been firm and powerful. 
No temptation had shaken him, no sorrow broken him 
down. To live as Walter had bidden him, and to hope 
to be with him for ever, had borne him through hours of 
hardship. The books, the Bible, the prayers — ^all spoke 
ofElersly: blessed memorials ! 

I returned the next evening. I had watched the 
slender figure making its rapid way along the street ; I 
entered the room. James was kneeling at Edward's 
knee; Edward had just been speaking. There was a 
slight pause as I stood at the door. They did not 
see me. 

" Oh, Edward, Edward, don't talk so ; I cannot, cannot 
live without you ; oh, no, no, I will work hard for you — 
so hard ; only, do try and live. Pray to God to spare yon ; 
for my sake, dear, dear Edward, if only for-my sake. You 
don't know how I love you. Walter always said, * Surely 
God would hear a brother pray for a brother.' — ^Edward, 
Edward I" said he, as his brother, overcome with grijef, 
did not at once speak. 

<* This room's nome, a dear home, Edward, if you are 
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with me. I love my little bed of straw, wbile I Ke 
awake and see you comfortable, and think how I will 
work for you to-morrow ; but if you die, Edward, where 
Bhalllgo?" 

Yes, death is desolate indeed ! 

I returned about a month after to the town, and went 
to the factory ; I looked down the long ward, there was 
James plying his rapid wheel. He was in a kind of 
mourning, his face looked very pale, and more than once 
he turned to the window, and as he gazed out to the 
green hills and vales he sighed. I guessed all. I left 
the fa<5tory and hurried towards the alley ; I instinctively 
went up stairs, the room was as it was, exc^t that tfaie 
high-backed chair was empty, there was no one in it. 
A Bible lay on the table, it was open at the ^tory of La- 
zarus's death ; an open letter lay beside it, it was in 
Walter's hand addressed to James in old days ; the straw 
bed was there, the sixty-third Pisalm, the pictures, all as 
th^ were. The i^oom told its own tale, and I retired. 

Another streak of dawn, Walter, a bright, broad, glo- 
rious streak, frecking the heavenly pavement ; all get&ig 
ready to gild your parting pathway — a dawn which makes 
the cold dark night of dying painless. 

And Ellen, too, she was part of the dawning. She had 
lefb Elersly after Walter's funeral, and gone home to her 
own quiet village. She never married : she had eiven 
her heart to Walter, and she was not one who coula give 
herself to two. She mav have been the stronger cC the 
two, the ash-tree round which the ivy had cliu^ ; bat 
the ivy gone, the tree retained its old form and inclina- 
tion to which the clinging ivy had bent it. She became a 
schoolmistress, and lived and died to bless those whom 
she brought up : her daily hope was to be one day whefe 
Walter was. His patient struggles with his own infirm 
disposition, his calm and hopeful death, his Hfe of toil and 
influence, all lived still to cheer her on td holiness and heir 
ven. PoorEllai! early Imd the door of her earthly home 
closed ; very early in her young life had she bent beneath 
the cold, chilling wind of bereavement, but the wind only 
blew away the clouds which obscured the sua, and the 
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more loudly and keenly tbe wind blew, the warmer after- 
wards were the warm rays of the sun which followed. 
Another streak of "Walter's dawn. 



And Henry, dear Henry ! was he no streak in that 
dawn ? was not he part of that triumphant procession of 
witnesses going on to Walter's everlasting morning? 
Oh, yes; Henry, the first* object of Walter's earnest in- 
terest, the dear companion of his quiet room, the kind 
champion of his fame among the boys, the attendant at 
his dying hour, — Henry, your hand held his dying head, 
your bosom bore him in the last mortal struggle, — and 
shall I bear no record of you ? do you bear no part in 
the glowing dawn P Oh, yes ! but I will not linger to 
tell it here. Long through years of toil you trod in 
Walter's steps, his successor in'the school at Elersly, the 
perfecter of his system of love and care. I will leave 
it to some future tale to tell the witness you bore to 
him, whom you so loved in living, and so watched in 
dying. 

Such were some of the streaks of the dawn, Walter, of 
your eternal day, and many more I do not mention here. 
Oh, may each ray glow with living glory on you when you 
stand hdtore the throne, from the convict cell and the iac- 
tory ward, from the shop and the harvest-field, from the 
plain of battle and Ellen's quiet home, from Mr. Mor- 
daunt's peaceful house, who waits more anxiously and re- 
signedly for death since you are gone, and Henry's earae^t 
life of teaching, and from a hundred other scenes have 
gone forth your heralds to the everlasting day. 

*^ They that be wise shall shine as the brightness of 
the firmament ; and they that turn many to righteousness 
as the stars for ever and ever." 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

MOEKIKG. 

I HAD a dream. I thought I stood by a gateway, 
which closed a pathway loDg and narrow, up a long 
and tedious hill. I thought that down that long path 
shadows lay deep, and heavy, and cold, and it seemed 
to me that the pathway went down to a fathomless depth. 
Bound the gate were many standing, all seeming anxious 
beyond words to be admitted when the gate should 
open ; but at this moment it was fast closed, and there 
seemed no one there as y^t to open it. 

Another pathway led away from the gate so exceeding 
dismal and aw^l, that I dared not look long, a lurid 
glare seemed glowing far down its long and terrible 
reaches. 

Among those who were gathered round the gate, I 
noticed among the crowd, which was exceeding large, one 
young man especially, who attracted my notice. He had 
finished his journey up the long and narrow pathway, 
and he was waiting anxiously for admission: his face 
was exceeding beautiful, and yet I scarcely knew why ; 
but there was a shade of anxiety on his brow, which 
told me that perfect peace was not yot enthroned 
in his heart ; his eye kept ever and anon gazing down the 
dark pathway, as if he expected some one te emerge from 
the cold shadows. 

My attention was so engrossed with him, that I did 
not notice one who stood beside me, arrayed in most 
glorious apparel. 

" Who is this, sir ?" said I, " and what is all this which 
I see around me ?" 

"These," said the other, ."are all of them pilgrims of a 
long and tedious way ; these you see here around the 
gate, stretching so far on either side till the multitude is 
lost in misty distance, are those who have finished their 
toilsome course, and are waiting admission through 
yonder narrow gate, beyond which is a realm most glo- 
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Tious, such as no words can describe nor imagination con- 
ceive, wherein those who are once admitted will live for 
ever and ever." 

"And who,'* said I, « will admit them there P" 

" One," answered he, " will be here in the morning, who 
will decide on who shall enter there, and having decided, 
the gate will be opened and the blessed company will be 
admitted to everlasting rest." 

"Indeed," said I, "it is a most glorious prospect, and 
the tale most wonderful. These around me look weary 
and worn, and yet there is a great repose in their 
faces, unlike wayworn travellers." 

" True," said my companion, " true, they are at rest from 
their labours, and have been resting now a long time in 
places prepared for them till.the morning of decision. But 
that is now fast approaching. It has long been dawn." 

" Will all be admitted then, sir ?" 

** No," said he ; " only some. It is that uncertainty 
which hangs like a veil over the brows of so many." 

" What will decide the question of admission ?" 

" The mode in which they have accomplished the jour- 
ney hither ; and much weight is given to the testimony 
of certain pilgrims not yet arrived, with whom they have 
been connected, their word will determine much." 

My attention was drawn away again to the young man 
of whom I spoke. I saw that a peculiar expression was 
on his countenance, as if some decisive moment had arrived. 



There was a stir, and I discovered from the Being who 
had just spoken to me, that the Judge had come, but 
none could see Him where I was standing. His Presence 
being veiled by mists and clouds ; I only could discover 
what passed from my companion. 

One approached the cloud and seemed waiting His 
verdict: he was evidently very anxious and alarmed. 
I never saw eye so anxious, I never saw doubt expressing 
Buch agony. 

A youth just arrived from his journey passed up to 
him ; Ms eye was fiery, and his demeanour wild : he was 
speaking : I heard words, as it were, of a distant echo. 
Baying, " I am ruined and undone ; I am an outcast ; 
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iny name is blotted from the Book, and I have no hope. 
Hje was the cause; he first taught me by the sinfiil 
BUfifgestion and the example, which I thought I might 
foUow ; he tried to check me a^rwards, but ms check was 
hesitating and uncertain, and I am lost ; he did it : at his 
door lie the guilt.'* The wretched youiii turned away 
with a look of anguish I shall never forget. There was a 
pause, and then an exceeding bitter cry, too bitter for 
me to bear to think of it ; and he who had been awaiting 
his verdict turned away with his hands clasped in agony, 
crying out, "Undone, undone." I saw the two to- 
gether take the dreadful road which led to th^ lurid fire, 
and as they went I fancied I heard bitter reproachings of 
the one to the other. 

Another approached the q^oud. He, too, looked anx- 
ious exceedingly. One came up with him, and I noticed 
the first comer appeared as if he would fain have shunned 
the companionship, but could not. He that came with 
him spoke and said, ^4wmi> 

"If he had taught me of the exceeding siuAilness 

of sin, if he had pointed me the way to pardon, peace, 

and holiness, I should have found them ; but he never 

taught me ; he lefb me neglected and ignorant, and I am 

' lost ; oh is there not a blessing for me also P" 

But there seemed to be none ; and they too passed away 
down the dreadful pathway. It was very awful to behold. 

I was gazing after them when he in whom I had 
first felt an interest moved towards the cloud. His 
hands were clasped, his eye looked peaceful, still on his 
brow was a shade of anxiety. One came up from the 
narrow pathway like a traveller who had come from a 
long journey. He was young, yet a boy ; his fSace was 
radiant with joy, and as he passed to the cloud, I heard 
words like these. 

" I knew nothing, and he taught me of Thee ; he 
pleaded with me to be good and holy, to i>ray, and to 
cease to swear, and I did it ; my name is written in the 
Book, and I am safe for ever." • 

I looked at the young man's face, and saw an expres- 
sion of peace and holy hope pass over it, too lovely for 
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words. I noticed each one Iiad bis name hj which^ as 
mj companion told me, each had been named at their 
birth by order of the judge ; and heard the name of this 
recorded as " Edward." His testimony was unhesitatilig. 

Scarce was this done when another came up from the 
long narrow pathway. * He, too, was young ; he, too, 
looked full of joy. 

" I was cut off in my youth,*' he said, " but my wild 
nature had been subdued by his teaching; I used to 
watch him while he taught me, and I saw he tried to act 
on what he advised me. I fell on the battle field ; but I 
had shunned the soldier's oath and the cup of the 
drunkard, and prayed to Him Who died for me to 
forgive me, and He has. I am safe, safe for ever, and it 
is through the teaching of him who stands there." 

I thought the record of that name was " Patrick." 
Another came ; he was a man ; many seemed round him. 

" I am accepted," he said, " through the mercy of Him 
Who loved me ; I tried to serve Him ; I lived to bring 
up these my children in His fear and love, and to my 
dying day I have kept the path by grace ; but he who 
stands there first led me into it, and to him I owe it alL 
Blessed) for ever blessed the grace and love which saved 
me ; thank you for ever and ever,*^' said he, turning to the 
young man a look of inexpressible gratitude. The name 
recorded was "Jonah." Oh! the peace which passed 
over the &ce of him who waited there, what worda can 
describe it ? , 

Another came. 

" I was wicked, viler than words can say. He warned 
me, pleaded with me, prayed for me ; I never heeded him 
then ; I thought of his words afterwards ; I remembered 
his consistent life and I turned to Gon. To him who 
stands there, under G-od, I owe it all : pardon, peace, 
rest for ever." 

I heard the record of his name : it was " Eobert.'* 

Tet another. / 

'^ He taught me when yet a child ; he pleaded with me 
when I was unwilling ; he prayed with me when I was 
hard ; he kindly bore with xny &ults, and I loved him ; 
he straggled with hia own iniirmities, axid I trusted him ; 
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I was with him when he died ; I saw his calm and peace* 
fill death, and I knew when I saw it, that I had no other 
' in heaven but Thee, and none upon earth I could desire 
in comparison of Thee.' '* 

And he who said this turned to the pilgrim, of whom 
they all had been speaking, and stretching forth his aims 
to him, said, ** G-ratitude, endless gratitude, to you who 
led me to the path of peace/' 

Henry was the recorded name. 

Another and yet another. But the testimony was 
ever the same. 

There was a pause, a deep silence ; the cloud covered 
all. I listened with intense interest ; my whole soul was 
wrapped in the result of that moment. A Voice spoke 
exceeding beautiful to hear. It rose on the deep silence 
which had sunk on all around, and it said, '' Well dofie, 
good and faithful servant, enter thou into the joy of thy 

LOBD." 

At that moment the cloud was drawn up, and I 
saw them all standing before the gate, all clothed in 
white raiment, with paJm branches in their hands, most 
glorious to behold. Peace, perfect peace, was marked 
on every brow. They stood before the gate ; I saw all 
those whose names I had heard recorded — Henry, Patrick, 
Jonah, Eobert, James, Edward — all; and among them 
him of whom they had spoken, but on his face was 
an expression past words. Surely this corruption had 
put on incorruption, and this mortal had put on im- 
mortality. 

*^ Behold," Baid the glorious Being touching me, *'the 
gate is opening, and they are going in." 
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The gate opened slowly. I saw a sight most lovely. 
There was sunshine as if the air was light* There were 
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hosts of glorious beings passing to and fro clothed in 
white raiment, and love written on every brow. There 
were flowers brilliant as dreams ; there was a river, whose 
water was life ; there was music, sweeter and more 
melodious than fancy's loveliest strain; and through 
that gate nothing entered which could defile. There 
were trees, whose every leaf seemed to join in the ever- 
lasting song. 

" What a glorious sight !'* said I, mv delight and sur- 
prise breaking forth into words ; " is this to be the home 
of those who are entering ?" 

"Por ever and ever," said my companion. 
" And can they never fall from it, or lose so bright an 
inheritance ?" 

"Never," was his reply. "No one can now take 
it from them. No sinful wish can again cross their mind, 
•making them ever think of sin." 

"And does He Who reigns over this place," said I, 
" desire to have them near Him always ?" 

" It is His first desire ; He gave His life for them, and 
longs, and has longed for ages, to admit them there." 

" They seem exceeding happy," said I, musing on their 
glorious state. 

^ " Beyond all words," said he. " No idea of man can 
express their blest estate." 

" And what has brought them to it ?" 
" The love and kindness of Him Whose the land is. 
But under that the efforts and prayers of yon young 
man have succeeded in bringing each of those around 
him to their exceeding great reward." 

" Would they, then, never have reached it without 
him?" 

" There is no saying what other means the King has to 
bring His banished home, for He deviseth many. But it 
was to him the glorious work was committed, and his 
own reward is the greater since they all shar& it with 
him. He has toiled day and night to reach it, and he has 
sained it. Some, you see, lost their hope. Those whose 
figures you beheld passing down yonder dismal path." 
"Ah," said I, " it is awfuL to think of. Methinks even 
now I hear the echo of their exceeding bitter cry. How 
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happy," continued I partly to myself; " how happy when, 
the brief period is over, to feel that the work is done and 
cannot be undone, and that we are safe for ever !" 

" Your labour is not in vain in the Lobb^" said my 
companion. 

I gazed till my soul seemed to mingle with the radiant 
light, as I looked. They passed through ^ the company 
I had been watching : as they entered, I heard them 
burst out into a song of triumph — " Alleluia 1 — safe for 
ever!" and I saw no more, for the gate closed and 
my companion was gone. 

When I compared my dreams with the scenes of life I 
had witnessed, I could not but be reminded in the glori* 
ous band which passed through the gate of the schoolboys 
of Elersly and Walter the schoolmaster. 
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by the Bishop of Brechin. Second Bdition, 6e. (MUj cut, 06. 

BB3BQSIN.— Woorishment of the Cbiisli«D fitool. "nwistalieAtem 
Fln»it, by the late Lady Eleanor Law. Bdiled by the Bl4hop of 
Brechin. te.6d.}calf, Os. 

BBIDOHIir.^Tbe Mirror of Yonng ChrlstlaiB. Translated from 
the FreBch,.by the late Lady Eleanor Law. JEdlted by the Btabvp 
of Brechin. Uniform with the '^tHTlne Master.** With SngtlV. 
ing^s, 3s. 0d. Morocco antique, 08. 0d. ' 

BBSOHHr.—Memorlale Vitie g aee i 4 otaH i { or. Solemn Warnings 
of the Great Shepherd, Jsaua CaaitT* to the Clergy of Hia HcAy 
Church. iVanriated from the Latin by the Bi^op or Breomi. 
Feap. 8to. Os. 0d. ; calf, lOs. With Sograving* by Dyce. 

BBSjCHIN'. ~A Commentary on tb» Te Denm, fron ancient 
soorcea. Ss. doth; 38. fid. calf f 4s..0d. moiocco > Cheap Ed., is. 

BBSOHXN.—A Commentary on the' Gteitides naed in the Pimyw 
Book. M., cheap edition is. 

BBXSCHnr.— Commentary on the Seven Penitential Psalms, from 
ancieot sources. Uotb, 0d. and is*} roan, lS4 0d.; calf, Sa. 6d. 

BBUCHIN.— Tie Seal of the Loan. A Catechism on ConHrmatioo, 
with appropriate Devotions. .By the Bishop of Brechin, l^d. . 

BBHOHnr.— Catechism to be learnt before the Churoh CatschiaM. 
By the Bishop of Brechin. 6ft. -per himdred. 

BBXICHUr.— Holiness of the Human Body, and the Xluties of So- 
dety. By the Bishop of Brechin. Price 2d. each. 

BBXS0HII9'.— A Memoir of the Pious Life and Holy Death of Sdcn 
Inglis. 4d. 

BBHTTIKGHAM.— Devotions for the Hours, from the Fsalns. 
Selected by C. M. Brettingham. 10mo., Ss.0d.t beautifully printed, 
iUuAtrated, and bound. 

BBITTON.— Horse Sacramentales. The Sacramental Articles of 
the Church of England vindica)teff,t'aiiA iltnstrated, by Tk^An 
HopUna Arltton, M.A. 6a. 

BBu w JH ju.— Sussex Sermons preached to a Rural Congregation. 
By tb» Rev. R. L. Browne, M.A. 68. 

BTTRTATi OF THE D'EjAD, The Ordsr for tbe. Fklnteil In luge 
type, on a board for attendants, 0d. 

BOtIjUR. — Sermons for Working Men in Coontiy. Pariahe8.]i7 the 
Rev. W. J. Butler, M.A. Bold Type, 08. 0d. 

BUTUBB.— Short Rules for 'Prayer for Working Men. By the Rev. 
W«.'J. Bl^llvr* .9d«' 



..BT^ AMP VSW ^0119 x«r. ^ 

QSB 'GAJmOEilie* KTMN8, AITB CipSI>^ used tai 
ManuDgr and Krenins Prayer, set to the Andapt T6d«b. id. 

C^RT^fiEL— Remarks on Christian Gravestones, with nnmcarons 
Working Drawings, with Scales. By the Rer. Eccles J. Carter, 
M.A. 3s. 6d.; stiff Wrapper, 2s.6d. 

OATBCHISM OlSr FItATEB» and other Christaa Bntles. fld. 

CT'OIIa-DXIAJI'. A Story for the Yoimg» 3y Bessie C A. Fcap. 
8vo., 3s. 6d. «. 

CBBTIFIGATSS OF CONTPXBMA1*10JSI AND HOIiT 
C03lf]CIXNI0N. On a card, printed in red and U^ck, prio* 
Id. each, or Hs. per 1«0. 

OBBTIFICATES OF BAPTISM, Confirmation, and First 
Communion, on a card, 2d., or 148. per lOO. 

OHAMBFiB OOMFAig'IOIfl', The Ouristian's, for.tlie time^ 
Dressing and Undressing. Cloth is. 6d., morocco, Ss. pd. 

n rr a iwrRTn^TtT. a r w.-*The Theory of Christian Worship. By the 
Key. T. Chamberlain. Second Edition. M. 

CHAMBSBliATN*.— Book of Anecdote, telafted'hy tba Rev. T* 
Chamberlain, is. 

CHANTSnEL—Sermoas, by tha Re^. J. M. Chabisr, M.A. 6s. Od. 

CHANTMB.— Help to an Exposition of the Catechism of the Sng. 
Ush Church, by the Rev. John Mill Chanter, M.A. 6d. 

THE CHTLB'S STXTW IiSSSOST BOOK, or Stories for 
yttle Readers, is. 6d., coloured 2s. 6d. 

SEBVICE OF THE BOOK OF COKMON 

, as appointed to be sung. The Camticlbs, Vsrsi- 
CLBS, and Rkspqnsbs for Morning and Evbnino Pbatrr. Id 
full score, suited to Cathedrals, Parish Choirs, &c. By H. J. 
Ganotlett, Mus. Doc. P«rt I., inice is. 6d., in handsome royal 
8vo., bold music type. 

OHBISTIAir OHUfD'S BOOK, Tlie. Beior Frayers, Qoesl 
tlons on Parts of the Cateefaiam, and Kyoms for the Chorota^k 
seasons. Cloth is., or in Two parts 6d. each. 

CHBISTIAir CHXLPBSIN, Scenes in the |4ves of : with ' 
answers on separate cards. The Cai^ds en^liDsedin a oase. 2s. 

CHBIBTIAN CHIVAI4B7, Songs, of. 3&lSd. 

" The tendency and moral of these Soikgs are in the pure spirit of 
CMPtianity."— iVSaiw/ <md MilUanf GaafeUe, 

OHBISTIAir DUTUBSS, as essentially conducive to progress 
in the Spiritual Ufe. 2nd Edition. 3s. 6d. 

OHBISTIAia' SSBVANT'B BOOK of Devo^n, Self-Eza- 
manatton, and AdviQ». Fonv^ editioo, cloth is. 6d,, leatitier 2s. 



O^BXBTlASr asntVAirT (The) taught ttoai the XSMefilfinBI 
her Fidth mnd PHKllce. PWrt I. BaptiMiial Btetaings mad Vows. 
Furt II. Ihe Apoctles* Creed. Fart III. The Ten Commaod. 
ments. By the Author of the ** Servants* HaS." Edited by ^t^ 
Rev. Shr W. H. Cope, Bart. Fcap. 8vo. doth, is. 0d. each. 

IQHBJSTIAli' WJOUK* Tha, a Manaal of Oevotion with Fsalm^ 
and Hymns for Schools and Ftoitlies. 0d. 

TWniiVB OHBXSTMAB CABOIiB. In sett of Towr, la. 
each set I or bound together, 2s. 0d. 

FiasT Sbriss. Music by R. J. Oanntlett. 
Once in Hoyal D«vid*a City | As Joseph was a Walking 

Upon the Saow-dad earth with- There were Shepherds once abid- 
out I ipg 

SsooNn BaxiM. Music by H. J. GaonUett. 
Old Christmas, hail I J Star.lit shadows soft and still 

When in Bethlehem's hmnble ) Lo! on Bethlehem's grassy plalna 
manger | 

THtno SsBiw. Moate l^ Jamea lOoe. 
Fearfully, timidly, now do wo J CtariatifaaaU, your joyful voices 

raiae ^ Blessed are the Foor in Spirit 

Thoogrh hot Utile ChiTdrai | 

THE CHVHOHKAH'S LXBBABT. 

Very good and aottd progreas, it will be generaUy allowed, baa been 
made daring the last few years in the higher braachea of Theology 
among us. And yet if we examine the tracta and other small single 
publications hy which Tlieology is chiefly conveyed to Che middle and 
poorer classes, it will be found tiiat here there is no cott e m on duig 
inwrovemeot. • 

It is proposed now by a comprehensive union of sound .CSiurdimen 
to attempt to remedy this defect. 

The publications will be issued uniformly at a cheap rate, both 
hound in cloth and stitched, and the Foblisher wUl be prepared to eive 
iVenty.live ShUIiags' worth for every Subscription of One Sovereicn 
in advance. 

Address to the Bditor of " The Chnrobman'a Xfhrery,'* oaie of Ms. 
JfASMBs. as. AUarsgata Stzwt, London. f, ^ ^^ 

Nowreaijf: — 
StJKDAT: AND HOW TO SPEND IT. Id. 
CATHOLIC AND PROTESTANT. Sd. 
CHURCH WORSHIP. 4d. 
GRACE: AND HOW TO GAIN IT. 8d. 
THE PRAYER BOOK: AND HOW TO USB IT. Sd. 
QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS ILLUSTRATIVE OF TBI 
CHURCH CATECHISM. 6d. 

PrepaHng s-^ 
THE HOLT BIBLE. 
THE TI8IBLB CHURCH. 
■ DWSENTERS: AND HOW WE MUST REOiUlO TBXM. 



A£DlBAd6!#rif' ffW, ^^^ -HtWf ««l»> 9r. 7 

of Grace I8S4. CJorameuced in 1847. 8d. A few Mtft m4y btt had» 
price 2s. 

tJHttHCHMAlTB OOMPANIOir. AMonthlrMSa^arine^W. 
Fnorteeo vols, complete, cloth, Volft. I. and tl. 28. Qd. eaeh ) Vols. 
' tlf. to XIV. 3s. fld. each, or ^2. 7s. «d. the set. ■'■ 

.fSXTBOH HISTOBY, Book of, founded on the Rev. W. 
. Palmer's " Ecclesiastical History." Is. Third Edition. '^ 

CHJJBjOSL POETBY ; or Christian Thougfat» in old «nd modern 
,,. v,«r^e,. Third edition. i8mo. cloth 48., morocco 7?^ 

CODD.— Sermons preached in the Parish Church of S. GiteSjCam- 
^ . bjri4|fc,. By.theJlcY.E,T, Codd. as.fi^ ,, 

COIjIjECTS from the Book of Common Prayer. 32md. sewad 2dl» 
.r fuhjcicated; vad^npMrc^opi^nt cover, 6d.. - ■ ^ 

COMFAXION TO THXS AXjTAB : for the use of the Scottish 
,. Church. Cloth, is.; rubricated, is. 6d. ... ^ 

COMPAia-ION TO THU SUNDAiT 8SBVICBS of the 
^, £;hurch,of.£Uiglan4* ?8. , . ■> 

CONFESSION, an Earnest ExhortaftiOB to. Feap^ 8W. 4d; 

BCfSFOSSeiBATlOilAli HtrSIO. Arran^d ior Pour Vditak 
and Organ Accompaniment. A Selection of Church laasic, as 

,ri\ na^ fomoOy in Margaret ChApel» ai^ at present in fehetenipo. 
rary Church of the District of All Saints*, S. Marylehonft< Selected, 

^, Composed, and .^ted l^y HipuAap Rp^.h^aik Orgai^t »n4-IUr 

• 'irettorbftl^e Choir. 

-'^^©ElSifetfr^ar. "Price 1*8. ^s Bo^Fcontains Sevfcnty^^ 

Tunes of various Metres, incladingr the " Dies Itae. ** 
^•Xh9 WOmMl of tbe* Hymns «n<k Intioita, .«tth :Kmie>A)Q(thei9s^ 
wrongly IvreuKl io^ cloth* oriee.gd., or ^it* 0s.; .<M* per hundred ; or 
in strong limp cloth, at j&2. 14s. per hundred. 

r,*J!^ MxuoQOt tlie Xnirqits. Containing IntroitB for all thd 
Seasons from Advent to Advent, with the occaaiooej Festivals. 
^Price 88. . ^ 

' 'Besponses to the Commandments, Creeds,. OfTertorji^ 

Sentences, Sanctuses, and Olorias. Price 128. Completing 

■ the OlBce for the Holy Cotamunton. j J^ 

The Anthems for the Seven Day9. befprq Gbnsjbiiias, 
and for Qood Pnday. 58. 

bONSEOBATION AND DE^EQBATIOli?^. or, Basil 
the Orphan Chorister, is. 

. i66!NSECBATl6N OF OHUBGHSSi. Fona of Prayev and 
, Ceremonies used at the, 8tfi., in Ix>ndon and Winchester, Id^ or 
•Tarter 100. Form for Oiford INbtese. sS.or H».per too. -^ 



By tlMAttllmroC "Btiy I^BMOosfor Bond»yS«fcoSJ?^«e^[ 

Edition. It. ad. 
OOFB AJSm BTKBVPOH.--V«l»llo loflrmenun} or Mcm 

for the Cl«r87 te Directing, Comforttng, and Prayingr wltt tM 

Sick. New edition, calf, itft.f morocco, sos. In Three J^aitt, 

calf, 211. Also in rarions binding, with metal. work. 
Appendix to the First edition, eontainfair the AdditioniA oiHces. iv^ ^ 
The Renonsal for the Visitatio Inflrmoram : Portions to be sidd by 

HiOflle Who aooompany the Priest, doth, as. 0d. ; calf, 5b. Od. 
OOSnr.— A Collection of Private Devotions for the Hours of Tfjer. 

By ibim Ooain, D.D., i«s6. i«.ical^as* 

C08IN.— The Sum of the Cathotte Faith, froih Bishop Cbaln. 
•d., or I4t. per iw, 

OOUBUQT HAOHBIi, ConTenatlons wIOl Fdut Parts, 9d. each. 
Oenplcle tn Two Vols, aa 

OOITSIN BAOHHIi, Author of.— Lessons for every Diay in the • 
' WeUtvwKhaynmsaxaiMa^. ad. 

OOTJBXN BAOHILL, Author o£^Cottipauion tb'the Lessons, 
ftnr the vse of the 'Feaeher. it. ad. 

OQ^BJJS BAQHBL>^Author pf.—Basy Lessen* forlhe jommm 
Children in Sunday Soliools. 4d.- 
Questions on the same^ for the Uee of the Tsacksr. 9di, or 8s. 
pet doxen. 

O&A^snSOSLJSrti, TtiCKnmt.— a History of Prance for Ghfldren, 
in a Series of Letters. By Viscount Cranbome. as. (kf. 

iSBSSSWSIiIi.— the Christian Ufe, Twelve MXuca^ by the 
Rev. Richard CresaweU, B.A. l8mo. fis. 

OBOVIBTON.^-^B PMtees fatJheOfflee of fhte HdrOommmrfon, 
nfMithflb' Attoient Ghnt, by the Rev. J. L. ctompteB, M. A. as. tO; 

THIS DAUiT JaLFS^ OF THS 0HBISTIA19' CHU&b. 
A poem for Children. 9d. i or cm a sheet, id. i cHeai^ edittour in 
paeketsof «»,>». 

DAgLX FBAYSBS 70B TBJEi&T ^XD FEOPtaB. 

t>AXLY 8BBVIGES. A Letter of Advice to aU MenAers of the 
Church of England to come to the Dally Service. Reprinted ^m 
* the Mtion pUbHMied by J. Eiebl^ in 1704. id. 

DAKJSVNJfi.— The Sword, and the Cross. By the Rev. J. O. 
0alMyniB;M.A. M.dd. 

DAVUDB.— Benefit Club Sermons. By the Rev. Q. Davies. B.A. 
Ftpi^fo. 9SL,bypo8tts.«l. 

DATXHSB,— ^^t aub Sennona, 8eeo«d Sedsfi. 4to. as^fi. 



ALVVMOA^ «Vrffi M'Jf inv BO?rj) as. 9' 

. PAT OF VBJLYJSOBL Sditod Ivy Uie R«r. T. Cttter, 
ictor of Olewer. 8a. 

A Sacred Songr. The Poetry from the **Chri8tiAB Tear.*' The 
ninsic by J; F. D. Yfmg:e, M.D. S^. 
DIGEST OF THE liAVr OF 1C08ES, Moral, Citfl, Cere- 
anniaL la.M. 

BfSTSlOT TISITOR'S IdSKOBAKDITM BOOK. 

6d., the paper is. per qaire. 
TECB BtVUra MAannaBt ■ Oe^ttonal Manual aiiMtMtliiB 
tbe War of the Cro«». With Ten Steel Engrayings. 8rd edit» 
88. Od. ) antique niofocco» 7b. (M. 

THE DOCTlilZNB OF THB CBOS8» « Memorial of a 
Humhle Follower of OnaMT. By theauthor of ** Devotions for the 
Sicldloom." is* 

DOHESTIO TAZiBS FOR TOUTH. Ss* 

BOK* QTTIXOTE BE IiA MAITCHA, The Life of. Adapted 
to general reading. 48. 

BOtTGIiAS.— Mary and Mildred} or. Principle the Guide of Im- 
pulse. Edited by the Rer. Stair Douglas, ss. 

lyd'WIflirG.— Natund History { fbrming a popular handbooli. By^ 
DoirUng. 98. 

'Jmm BBBAM UN* was rwaUy Drtemt. In smaU 4to., t*. fidi 

DBOF TN THE OOEAlf^ or the Little Wreath of Fancy, by 

AgiMs and Beesie. u. 
liVKE.— Systemctie Anatyvb of Bishop Bofler's Analogy, by the 

Key. Henry H. Duke, B.A. 4s. fld., interleaved <Ib.- 
EBAOOlfB. Short Htelory -of some Dteo6ns in tbe Obmdu. 

^. 6d. 
MLAJIE.— Lynk Si^Bctonun: Laf« for the Minor Festivals, «Ufeed^ 

by tbe Rev. W. J. Deane. ss. 

BnTTOTlOira FOB THE SZOK BOOK, Prayers in 8Mi^ 
ness, &c. By R. B. doth, 4S. 

JL eOMPAJXlOK FOB THE SSDOK BOOKt btfnr a 
. Compendliuftof GbristlanDoetriiia. 4a. 

• TM8«tivo boimd together in i vol. Moth, prfee 78. M. i calf, l«s. 

DEVOTIONS FOB SCHOOli B07S, A Manual of, Coqu 

pUed £N>m various sources, by the same author. Od. 
DEVOTIOKS f6r Children and IToong Persona. Id. 
I^EVOTTOir All AIDS FOB THE USB OP THE^ 

CXiEBOY. aamo. parchment, le. 
DXCSaN80N>-^Uat of Scrvloe Books acconUng to the Ubm of 

tli« AngUoan Ghwrcfa, with the poeseasors. as. <kL 
DIE8 ULSl. The Lsittn translated Into like Bngllsh metre; by 

W. J. IrouK B.D., with the music, by Charles ChUfta^wieei^Bab' 

S8.da. £klglillhWords,9s.04.periilK». 



m SCOZiBSIASTICh • MmMf e V9totti>r ^ ^ ««»&«< 
|he Ctmrchy Edacatixm, &c. This llagazme is now putdUilieQ i 



, |he Ctmrchy Bdacftdon, &c. Thisllagazme is now putdUilieQ lb 
monthly parts at 1 s. each. 15 vols, bound, price £6. Oa. Sent ilnee 



hy post for isa. per annum, paid in adTance. ^ . ^^ 

ECCIiESIOIiOaiST, The. PnbUshed under tte Sapariiiheii. 
. denof; of the EcclsvkAopiaiL iate Oamhri^ce Haaa^f^ Bodiefifg^ 

every alternate month, is. 0d. 
FiOnrtBenYolam^^an now pabli«hed, and may b^ad at the feUorrtoi 
prtoea, in cloth.— -VoL J., i», 64. i Vol. II.« with Two Bngrayia^r 
6s. 8d. ; Vol. III., with Seven Engravings, as. 6d.| VoL IV^ (^ 
Series. I.) with Four Engnviaga^ Bs. } Vol. V.. (N. S. 11.) with t 
^gravings, 88. Od. : Vol. YI. (N. B. III.) wiCh-^niree Bngravj 
prtce 7». W. J Vol. VII. (N.S. IV.} wKh ThJecEngmvliiKS, SB. j Vdl. Vfil 
(N. S. V.) with Engravings, lis. j Vol. IX. (N. S. VI.) 1l«. VflK X. 
(N. S. VII.) with Engravings Itt. Yal. Xl.^.S.VIir.) w.«dt .Wlftr. 
XIL(N.S.IX.)12s.fid. VoX.XIII.(N.S.X.il88.6d, Vol. XIV..(N.a»X|.; 
iss. ' t 

IlCPXiSSIOIiOaiST'd CmiDlB,.7lie, to the Churches yopij^ 

J^CGXaBBIOIjOGT, Hand-Book o< English. ConipaDian'4!pl|^ 
Clfurch Tourists. Cloth, 7s. } or limp Calf interleaved, lOs. Qd* 

WDTSOWeTON^—Vwanky hnt^^tm for Ho^ B«9MSM tud S|fi|i^ 
^ , Days. By Sir Archibald Edmonstone, Bart. aa. , . 

£DMONSTON£j.— Portions of the Psahns, selected and'arrijiged 

for Devotional Purposes, by Sir Arohibald Edmonstonsi^ #WW 

' Paper6d., caoth,X0S. . ,. . ., Jt^ 

mKID01i«F0NB.--ir«ditBfeiQnt in Venn for the StWlOtf JIM 
Holy Days throughout the Year. l8mo., doth, is. 0d. ^; 

]in>iCOir6*r()KII.^The OhriAltii Gentreihitri>^ imf Wskfar. ai^^l^ 

maOiBTT'^fiyUWB. ^PflAXOC, Troatlw 0* th9« . Br Ul^^IlM 

Lady Harriet Howard. 3Smo., cl. fid^, bound, ls« ^. . ^^.: 

SIiIiX8.-»-l'ktu*theBfenttoth«Altkrj it ManUlof CliHiAildftodI 
trine for the Young, especiatty those wb» «r« pceputeg «or Oon- 
.4fmaUpn.'Ay the A«y. CooarnbankSUis^JbiftmnbeBtor QfuiJ^fiin^ 
Berks, is. 4d., with a reduction on auanUties. 

IIICBHOIPBBT, Ecclesiasacal. Working Patterai W'i^oipmJ 

on sheets, ^os. i to 18, 6d. each j or in. ThreePartSr^^n^^P^/j^^ 

ipr/GKLIBH gKAMMAJl, with a First Le8smvinBeMiiit|rvJf% 

THS SNGUSH FSAIi!tlSB, adapted tothe anddi/ ~ 
1« «ilibidCniant,wlth the Canticles and ProMrt^Bakaft'I^ 

new and easy method ) with IntvodMtorr instvuctleM and Siell^me 
v.. oTToiiesi. IBwo,, 9s. } i» quiiiititifS4% Hi ■ • • . «. ; . I ,>:JXa 

T^.tijii' T0KS8. Arranged for FodO): Voices, >irftb OtjffA lA PJLio. 
forte Accompaniment. 'Ill Deut'^vo.,' 28. M. ' ^^ "^ =^ 



ALOSftSOJIITtf ST., AND XftW 96tfD 6T, 11 

BKTHnSIASK irOT BlIIiIGIOir. A Tale, hy the l«t« 
M.A.C. 18. 6d. 

SBBUl'GTON. 'Prayers for Soldiers, by M^}or Errineton. Sd., 
or 168. per lOO. 

XirOHABISTIC MONTH : short Preparation for the Holy 
Commanion. 8d.; clotli, is. 

JuuUMOIiOGIOH' : a coUeatbm ot Prayers, IntereesslonB, and 
Thanksgivings, ss. 6d. 

STVAK'S.— Christianity in its Homely Aspects : Discourses on Yari. 
ous Subjects, delivered in the Church of S. Andrew, Wells Street. 
By Alfred Bowen Evans. 7s. 

EVANS.— Christianity in Its Homely Aspects : Sermons on Vari- 
ous Subjects, delivered in the Church of S. Andrew, Wells Street, 
and elsewhere. Second Series. Price 0s. 

'EXUiED SOUIi. Translated from the French. ss.6d. 

THXi FAIB7 BOwJuB; or. The History of a Month. A New 
Tale for the Young. Third Edition. 6s. 

FAIjIjO'W.— Psalms and Hymns Selected for the use of S. Ah- 
drew's. Wells Street, by the late Rev. T. M. Fallow, is. 

FAMTTiY DEVOTIONS for a Fortnight, from Andrewes, Ken, 
Wilson, &c. IS. 6d. 

FA MTTiY PBA7EBS for the Children of the Church. 4d., 

cloth 8d. 

FASTS AND FESTIVAIiS of the Church, in a oonrersa. 
tiohal form. 3s. fid. 

d^cj^Ie? iKanualtf of ftttfutfti^. 

No. I. Cooking; or. Practical Training for Servants, &c. lOd. 
.No. II. Gaidening) or. Training for Boys as Gardeners. lOd. 
No. III. Household Work; or. The Duties of Female Servants. lOd. 
No. IV. Plain Needlework hi aU its branches. 8d. 
No. V. On ttie Management of Poultry and Domestic Animals. lOd. 
Other Manuals are in preparation, 

FIVE I^AIiES OF OIiD TIME. 3s. fid. Or separately in cl. 
Follow Me. (C. £. H., Morwenstow) is.— Shepherd of the Giant 
Mountains. (Fouqu6) is. -—The Knight and the Enchanters. 
(Fouqn^.) is.— The Stream, is.— The Castle on the Rock. is. 

FIiOTVEB.— Reading lessons for Schools, by the Rer. W. B. 
Flower, B.A. 3s. 

FIiO WEB.— Classical Tales and Legends, by the Rev, W. B. 
Flower, ss., cheap edition is. 

VlfO^VEIL^Tales of Faith and Providence, by the Rev. W. B. 
Flower, ss., or in a packet, 2s., cheap edition is. 
b3 



FIiOWSBk^Lucy Aiincroffc, tbo Mmoaftatmer'a Damtater. A Tide 
of the North. By the Rey. W. B. Flower, B. A» ploth g^t edges, 
price Ss. 

FOBBES.— Snowball and other Tales, by Isabella Forbes. 2s. 6d. 

FOBD.— The Gospel of & Hatthetr llliwtrAtea Itwh Anolent and 
Modern Anthors. By the Rev. J. Ford, M.A. 10s. tfd^ 

FOBI>.*-The Gospel of S. Marie IHtatrated tMtEf 1& tb6 IMe&inal 

and Moral Sense. 10s. 6d. 

FOBI>.~Th« Gdspel of S. Luke IBiuttrtited ^iefly in the Doctrinal 
and Moral Sense. 15b. 

FOBD.— The Gospel of S. John lUnstrated chiefly in the Doctrinal 
and Moral Sense. 188. 

This rolome completes the Four Gospels, and contains oopioas 
Indexes of the whole. 

«»« This valuable set of Books is kept handsomtly bottniT, fdr Pre-* 
seats or University Prises, price Tarylng from sB94 iss. to iff*, los. 

FOBM OF SEIiF-EXAMINATIOK* ; with Prayers Pre- 
paratory to tiie Holy Commaoion. 2d. 

FOBM OF SBIiF-BXAlCOrATIONs with a Few Direc- 
tions for Daily Use. By F. H. M. Sd., or Sis. per 1«0. 

3K>BM OF PBATSB FOB IiATINa *FB3I BTOtTSi 
OF A CHXJBCH OB CHAFSIi. id. 

FOBM OF mSLLYJBin FOB IiAYlJKTa racH B^X>Ni: 
OF A SCHOOIi. Id. 

FOBMS FOB N0TI01S8 OF SBBVXGSS* for affixing on 
church doors. Ss. per 100 ; large size, 5s. per l6o. 

FOX.— The Qiarch in the Cloisters j or Monks and Monasterlea, 
By the Rev. Sanrael Fox, M.A., F.S.A. 6s. 

FOX.— The Noble Army of Martyrs, by the Rev. S. Fox, MA. M. 
Cheap £<Htion, is. 

FBEXSMAX.r-Proportion in Gothic Architecture, by the Rev. P. 
Freeman. With'^tes, 28. tfd. 

FBISBMAIV.— Principles of Churdi Retttoration, by ISdward A. 
Fi^eeman, M.A. is. 

FB^EMA^}*!— ^^istory of Architecture, by K. A. Freeman. 198. 6d. 

FBSIfl'CHr- Practical Remarks on the Minor Accesaories to -the 
Service of the Church, by Gilbert J. French. 4s. 

FBOISSABT'S CHBONICLBS, condensed. 2 tqH., {Vm. 
trated. 7»- 
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&AJnsrTIsETT,'^"lMt Might I iMf a Slecplog:*' a Chriitaas 
Carol. T)ie music by If. J. Gjiuntlett;* Mus. Doc. Jg. 

GAITXTIjSTT.— The Child's Orace before and after Meat, set 
to simple music. 6d. 

QATTIfTIjETT.— qaire Psalter, Selections from tbe» he^ tba 
Psalms according* to the use of the Book of Common Prayer, 
set forth and arranged to upwards of five hundred Chants. 
1. The PBidter with the Treble Part.-4. The Psalter with the Alto. 

—3. The Psalter with the Tenor Part.^4. The Psalter with the Bass.— 

ft* file ftidter with the (wts oompressed for accompantaient. Sau OA, 

each Vocal Part : the Organ Part with words, fit. 

QOlNa HOMB. A atory. By F. G. W. Prloe li. 4d. 

OOODBICH.— Clandit : the IHqrs of Hlmtyidom. A Trijl. Br 
A. M. GooDRiCB. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. dd. 

aBANDFATHSB^S CHRISTMAS STOBT^ TH£V 
With mafllrBtion and ocnamental borden. By the aothor of 
** Verses for ChUdren*' la the Ckwrehtnan** Crnnpanion. 6d. 

OBtKH^BXAIV «Dd «tliev Ghauts, adapted to the Psalter and OacK 
tides, as pointed to be song in Chwohes. ss. 6d. 

OXB<K>BIAir TOWTBB, TMH BIGHT, with their sevena 
endings separately. 4d. 

OBBSIJ&T.—Pimctleal Sermons. By the Rev. W. Gresley, M.A. 
Ts.«d. 

QfiSflIiirS'.-*-<TiieflrttaeoBtliftSngliBhChuveh: containing Remarka 
on its History, Theory, &c. By the Rev, W. Ortsley, M.A. is. 
10s. per doz. for distribuUoA* 

GHBSIiinr.— The Ordinance of Confeeaiop, (M. 

GBlSSIilIT.— An Essay on Confession, Penance, and AbMlatSon. 

By Mr. Roger Laorenee, a layman of Qneen Anne*a time. 

With a Preface by th«s Bey. W. Gresley. u. 6d. 
OBBSIiBT.— The Forest of Arden, a Tale of the EngHrti Refor- 

mation. 4s. Pheitp edition^ as. 

OBBSIJBrS'.^The Siege of UchSeld, a Tide of the Great RebelUon, 
4s. Cheap edition, is. 8d. 

GBBSIiST.— Coniston HaUj or, the Jaoobltes. A IWe of the 
Revolution Qf 1608. 48. 6d. 

GBESIiHST.— Clement Walton { or, the English Gitfcen. Br the 
Rev. W. Greeley, M.A. 9s. W.j paper, is. 84. 

aKE3Si;iBY,— Charles hcrv^ the Man of the Nineteenth Centiny. 
8s.«d. Oieap^itioB, 18. 8d. ^ 

■Q Ba i S Iiinr.— Chorch Olaveringf or, the Schoohnaster. 4t« Cheap 
Edition, M. ^ ^ k 

flRBftTiBY'.'^Erankga Jtost Trip to tte Continent. 4s. 6d. Cheap 
edition, 8s. 
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GBBBIiirSr.— Bernard LetUe, a Tale of the Timce. (18S8.) 4a. Od. 

GIlESIiET.— HoUday Tales, by the ReT. W. Gresley. Ss., 
wrapper la. 0d« 

GUIjIiIVEB'B TBAVXHiS. lUiutrated by H. K. Browne. Sa. 

*ELA. w HJliB.— Echoes from Old CorawaU,-by the Rer. R. S. Haw- 
ker, M.A. 4s. 

HBIjMOB12.~AccoinpanylDg Harmonies to the Hymnal Noted, 
by the Rev. T. Helmore. Royal 8vo. 68. 6d. 

HIiIiMOBXS.--Accompanyltt|r Harmonica to the Brief IMrectory of 

Plain Song. is. 6d. 

HlDIiMOBlS.— Accompanyinir Harmonlea to the ftalter Koted. Sa. 

HEIiMOKB.—The Cantidea Noted. 4d. 

HXIiMOKB.— The Psalter Noted. 28. 6d. 

HXIiMOBXS.— Manual of Plain Song. The Canticlea and Psalter 
together. 3s. 6d. cloth } royal 8vo., doth, Os. 

HZUTBIETTA'S WISH. A Tale, by the author of "Hie Hekr 
ofReddyife." Second Edition, fts. 

HUNSIiOW.— John Borton j or, a Word in Season. By Mrs. J. S. 
Henslow. 4d. 

nBTaATH.— The Mannal: a Book of Devotion, chiefly intended 
for the Poor. By the Rev. W. E. Heygate. Strongly bound, la. Qd. 

iUB X aATB.— William Blake; or, the BngUah Farmer, by the Rev. 
W. B. Heygate. as. 6d. 

HS7aATE.-GodAreyDaTenantatScho6l. Ss. 6d. 

JtUB X aATE.— Godfrey Davenant at CoUege. as. 6d. 

hjs X aAT£.~£Uen Meyricki or. False Excuses. 4d. 

HICKS.— Catechetical Lectures on the Incamation. by the Rer. 
James Hicks. 4s. 6d. 

^^?5?^ 9ii49?® » °''' Catherine Lewis the Sunday School 
Treacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Seymour. MJl. ls.| eIoth,la.M. 

™S?S^^^ ANGLIOAUTA; Illustrative of the Ritual of 
the Church of i£ngland. iss. 

HHiIj.— Stories on the Commandments. By the Rev. G. Hill. dd. 

^^^At^J? BAJEtliY EDUCATION, addressed to Mothers. 
i>y a Mother. 9d. 

HISTOBY OP THE FREMTOH BBVOIiUTlON. aa.6d. 
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HOLT BAPTISM. Tke OOcm of Baptism. Mcordiiiff to tha 
Use of the English Cbarch } with Select Passages, Meditations, 
mtid Prayers. Cloth, Ss. j morocco, 68. 6d. 

BOIiT BUCHAREST, Celebration of the. Reprinted ^iq the 

"Bcdesiastic.'* 6d. 
HOIfT MSSN AHB WOMSH, Stories of. ss.j in packets, SB. 

HOIiT MHtS* OF OXtD : being: Short Notices of snch a« are 
named in the English Calendar, ss. 

BOOFl&B.— Itayers for Family Worship; with a Dissertation on 
the Passover and the Divine Constitotion of the Church. By the 
Rev. J. Hooper. 7*. The Prayers only, ss. in wrapper. 

HOPKINS.— Pietas Metrica, by the Rev. T. M. Hopkins. Ss. 6d. 

HOPWOOD.— CiraiST in His Church. Plain and Practical Ser* 
mons, by the Rev. Henry Hopwood, M.A. 6s. 0d. 

HOPWOOB.—Tntrodactlon to the Stady of Geography. By flia 
Rev. H. Hopwood. Ss. 6d. 

HOPWOOD.— The Child's Geography, being an abridgment of the 
above, is. . 

AST HOBOIiOOT, or Dial of Prayer, for the pocket, is. 

HOWS.— Lessons on the Globes., By T. H. Howe, TeadiCT of 
Mathematics, Use of the Globes, &c., Blackheath. 68 lUustra. 
tions. Os. 

A KEY to the above. Ss.(k|* 

A HTMNAIi NOTSD, or Translations of the Aooieot Hymna 
of the Church, set to their proper melodies. Edited by the Rev. 
J. M. Neale, M.A., and the Rev. Thomas Helmore, M.A. Part I. 
SS.Od. 

HnCHAIk The WORDS of the, in a separate form. Cheap 
editioo. Parts I ft S complete 8d. 

A COMMBlirTABT on the Words of the Hymnal Noted, Fart I, 
By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 0d. 

H7HNS sod Soeoes of Childhood. TUrd edition, ss.dd. 

HTMHS AND IKTBOITS, with some Anthems, adapted to 
the Seasons of the Christian Year, as in nse at AU SainU, B«: 
Marylebono) S. Matttia^ Sfcoke Newingtoni and the College of 
Combra, in Scotland. Strongly bound in cloth, Qd. ^ or a^S. 0s. 6d. 
per IM, limp doth ^g. )4s. p^ io«. 

HYMNS for the Church of S. Manr Magdalene, Munster Square, 
RegenTs Parte . ismo. Is. A liberal allowaoce to the Clergyl 
taking a quantity. ... - . . 
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HTMITB, 8eMbtMto«f,fbrttke0Mof OmrdhM. »» . 

HTMNS OF THF» CHUBOHt. Pointed m tb«y ig'e to be 
Chanted i together with the Verfdcles, Litany, Responses, 9cc., 
fffr.TOBt. Arranged by Mr. PflSAaU. u. 

HTMNS on Scripture Characters tor the Young, is. 

HYMXTS FOB I<ITTIiS CHIZiSBBir. By the aoUuir of 
' '* Verses for Holy Seasotis/* &e. dd. printed wrapper, is. dotb, 
gilt edges is. 6d. School Edition 3s. per doz. 
This little YOlaine kas the aetical imprimatur of tie aflttOf tf lAt 
•• Oliristian Year." 

The Moriiiugand Ev'ening Rytttftaare set to MoMeifbr Bckoo]a,'&G. 
By Dr. Gauntlett. 6d. each. 

HTMlTB.FOiB UTFikJTT GHJJjSXBWX. Mmo. id^ or 

2A for is. 9d. 

BUC^HBSi^Fotf Yean of Pastoral Work i being rftete^of t<i9 
Ministerial Laboxirs of the late Rer. Edward John Rees Hogrhes, 
late Curate of Lythe, Yorkshire, and Runcton Holme, Norfolk, 
wltk a Portrait* Edited by the Jtov. Geett Wnqr, M. A. mp.ifo* 
8s. 6d. 

ZKCABJOTATION. Catechism on the. Founded 09 Bishop Boll's 
** State of Man before the PUI,** and Archdeacon Wttberforce on 
the '* SoctriAe of the Incamatiop." is. 

I3snnfis.--Flte Sermons- preaeb'ed in AdvAit and on the Festival of 
the Holy Innocents, 1851. in the Parish Church of Dbwtte, Kent. 
By the Rer. John Innes, M.A. Is. 0d» 

TAJSi jJn ±LJahjL^i'A3!fOB ' OF ' BVHn A Ttde, by the avttier 
6f »TheDh1tteMcstet." te.iki. 

THE ISIiAND OF IiIBEHTT. By the author of "llieo. 
dore." 2s. 6d. 

IN8TBITCTIONS, FBATXmS, AND HOIiT Afi^I- 
BATIOSrS FOB THE BIOK BOOJtf;. By the antlior 
of**Derotfottsforth6M0klloom.'* 8d. clolli< 

IBONS.— The Judgments on Baptismal Regeneration; withAppen. 
dices. «ad ft OlMOofse on Heresy. -By^tbe llev. W» J« feons, O.D. 
ss.6d. 

IBONS^^On tbe Whole Doctrine of Final Canses : m fiiaeertabion, 
with A Chapter onMedeni Deism. 7s.4d« 

IBONS.— On the Holy Cathefio Oh«reh» as^ Wttaese ac«i08t lUse 
Philosophising. 4s. fid. 

iBOKSk^On the Apostolical Boceessjoo : 1 The Doctitae. ft The 
Evidence. S The Directions. 4s. 6d. 
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IRONS. —Kedealastfcia JtnrtMUetlon : bojug Vw* Lefltoues on the 
Synod— The Diocese— The Parish— The Priest. Ja. Od. 

rVO AI9'D VEBENA, w the $Q0w4n>pi a Tale of the Early 
Christians. By the author of Cousin Rachel. Ss. j stiff cover, is. 6d. 

JACKSON.— Stories and Catechisingrs on the CoUects. Bdited by 
the Rer. W. Jackaon, M«A. V^^ l^^v.j.V^aU «»*l Vol. III., 
Ss. dd. 

JSBB.— The Present stftto oC th« Clmrcb. JUi 9ix IMterfi 9rith«t 
Postscript. By the Rev. J. Jebb. is. 

JENKINS.— Synchronistleal or Cotempoi^ary Annals of the Kinfs 
9^i Prophets of IsrMl a^ ^udab. By W. J* Jenkins, M.A. ss. 

JOHNS, B. G-. — The Collects and Catechisingr througlioat the 
yiear. #y the llinr. ^. Q> Jot^ns. ;)•. 

JOHNS, B. Q-.— Easy Dictation Lessons, origtoal and selected, is. 

JOHNS, C. A.— Examination questions on the Pentatevch. For 
the Use of Schools. By the Rev. C. A.' Johns, B.A.j P.L.S. is. 

JOHNSON, IiirE OF Pit By thf JUfw, J. F. l^gnnel). 98. , 

JOIiIiT.- The Christian Sacrifice in the Eucharist considered: By 
the Right Rev. Alexander Jolly, D.D., late Blsltop of Moray, ss. Od; 

JOIiI«T,— Obfienftt^onB «:UK>|i M>9 ^lii^^f^y ^nr.ic«.>' .^'> ^^ 7^- <U, 

JONIhS, '^.-^Hone Monastlen, Fotio*, Songrs, aad-Ballads. Pott 
- 8vo., cloth, with Engravings, Gs. • 

JONNS.-— To the Redbreast : a Song. The Words by the l^tQ Hev. 
O. Cornish. The music by T. J.Jones. Ss. 

9ttben{lf £ngltd|)matt^iS.Aitftad<al WAbntfj^* • 

Engltoh History forCMIdrto, Hy the R«ir. J.' If. Neale. 28. <M.| 

School Edition, la. 8d. 
History of Greece, edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale. ss. SebooH vdit. Ss. 
History of JU>iiM,.by tto Aev.Samnel Fox, UJL^.9.BJi. ,«i. Jtahopl 

Edition, Ss. 
History of Spain, by the Rev. Bennett O. Joti^f . 3s. ,dd. School 

Edition, is. 8d. 
History of Portugal, b^ the Rev. X. M. Keale. Ss. 8d. School edit. 

18. 8d. 
History of Ireland, edited by th» lafeAeVs T. S. Andd, B*D. Ss. 

School edition, 18. fid. • 

History of Scotland, l^y the B«t. W« B. Flower* B*A, ,U. 09. 

Cheap edition 18. ed, ^ . . . 
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The eorljr Volwnet were Bdiied Ay <A« iitfo. J''. S. Paget i the UUer hf 
the Rev, /. r. Rueeett, 

1. Tales of the Village Children, by the Her. F. E. Paget. Fint 
Serita, Sa. M. 

'S. The Hope of the KatE^opfi: a Vairr Tale hj the Rey. F. S. 
Paget. S8.(kU 

8. Henri de ClermoBt, or the RoyaliaU of La Veiid^» by the B«v« 
W. Greeley, la. 

4. Popalar Talea from the Oenaan. la. M. 

5. Talea of the Village Children, by the Rer. F. E. Paget. Second 
twrleaf sa* vd» 

6. The Trinmpha of the Croaa. Talea of Chrietian Heroiam, by tlie 
ReT. J. M. Neale. ia. Cheap Edition, U. 4d. 

7. Early Friendship, or the Two Catechumens, is. 0d. 
S. The Swedish Brothers, is. Od. 

9* The Charcoal Burners, is. 0d. Cheap Edition, is. 

10. Luke Sharp, or Knowledge without Rettgion, by the Rer. F. H. 
Fsgct Ss. ad. Cheap Edition, is. M. 

U. Godfrey Dayenanti a Tale of School Life. By the Rer. W. S. 
Heygate. S8.6d. 

IS. Lays of Fsitii and Loyalty, by the Ten. Ardideaeon Churton. fa. 

U. TheTrfaimidia of the Croaa. Part IL Talea of GhristiaB Endaxaaet, 
By the Rer. J. M. Neale. Ss, 

U. An Introduction to the Study of Modem Qeograpby. by theHer* 
H. Hopwood. Ss. Od. 

15. Ccdton Green} a Tale of the Black Country. By the Rev. W. 
Greeley, is.dd. 

16. History of FortogaL ts. Sd. 

17* Poynhigs : a Tal<of the Reyolution, lil88. Sa. <kL 

18. T he jf an ger of the Holy mght, from the Gennan. By C. B. H., 

19. Storiea from Heathen Mytholoffy^ by the Rev. J. M. Neale. la, 

50. storiea from the Chroniclers. (Ftoissart.) By the Rer. R. P, 
Dnnsler. S8.6d. 

51. Godfrey Dayenant at College, by the Rey. W. Heygate. Ss. 6d. 

E2DMPI8, Thomas a, de Imitatione CiiaisTi, carefully edited, 
uniform wttb.the«<OKJbtd«ooketaiasalca." sa. 

KXaACPl8.— The Soliloquy of the Soul, and the Garden of Rosea. 
l^ransHtted 'from Thomas Ik Kempls. By the Rey. W. B. Flower,* 
B.A. Ss. 0d.| morocco antique, 7s. <hi» 
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KBUSTB, Bp.a P)»7«» for Moratoi: and £v«Diii|r- Ss. M. 9« lM>«r 

iBZBN'8, Bp., Practice of Dirine L»v«. ib.} dheitp {Mttthm, 9^ 

EEU9!, Bpk-^PnparatiTM for Death, hj fiiitiep Ken. 98. 

KHraS OF ENaiiAND. A History for Young Children. Bjr 
the Author of "Scents end Ctanracten.** Fcap. ftvo., 88. 
A School Bditlon, slighttj abridged, with Qoestiona. iMio., U. 

IftADT JBIiIiA, or the fitorf of Otaderaliatii Veiie. 88.M. 

IiANDTVTA'R.'K'S OF HISTOBIT: a Summary of Ancient His- 
tary. By the Author of " Kings of inglaad.'' ss.tfd. 

XiAIHDMABSS OF HISTOBT; the Middle Agee. imo. 
cloth, 38. 

IiANaiiE Y SGHOOIa. By laie AoHhorvr *• Scanet and Ctai*. 
ters." Ss.6d. 

THU ItAST SIiJBSP OF THE C^OBISTXAjr (7HIXA. 

A poem, oompanion to the '< Daily life." 6d. i or on a sheet, id. 

IiAXS OF THM GHUBOB^andoUkorVursee. is. 

IjXjIOH» Iisdy.— Few Questions and Answers upon the Sacrament 
of our Loao^s Siypcr. By Lady Leigh. T3iird BdMnii. id. 

IiXSSSOXrS nr OBAMMAB fob a OHHiD. Large 
type, price 4d. 

IiESSOire Om THB CBEED. Whatwearetobelleve. is. 6d. 

I£BSBT]&B.->^uardian Angels: an AUegory. By M«ry F. Lester, 
ss. 0d. 

ItETBTT.^Self.Derotion; or, the Prussians at HocfaUrch, from 
the German. By Miss F. M. Levett. is. 

IiEyXSTT.— Gentle Influence) or. The 4;oosiii*e VielL By F. M. 
Levett. Second Edition, is. 

IjITTIiB ANBTUG and bar BiifteBs, hy B. W. H. is. 6d., paper is. 

IiITTIiE ATiTCE and her Sister. Edited by the Rev. W. Gresley. 
S8..dd. 

IiITXrBGT FOB YHjIiAQS SCHOOI^a. Cloth 6d. 

IiOBAINE.— Lays of Israel, by AmelU M. Loraine. SB, fid. doth* 
4s. mcnoooo. 

LOBD OF THB FOBJSST and his Vassals, by the author 
of *' Hymns for Little Children." as. fid., paper ss. fid. 

THE IiOBT BBOOOH; or, The History of another Month. ▲ 
Sequel to **Tbe Fairy Bower." Second Edition, a vols. lOs. fid. 

IiOUISA; OB, THE BBIDS. By the anther of ••The 
Fkdry Bower." fis. 

b4 
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IfOWDEB.— The Pehitent*B Path ) compiled from H0I7 Scripture 
and the Book of Common Prayer, by the Rev. G. F. Lowder. >6d. 

IiOWEB.— Sermons preached in the Pariah Church of SidmoHfh. 
By Henry M. Lower. 78. fid. 

IiTBA AFOSTOIiICA. Origrinal Poems from the British 
Magazine. 9th Edition. 18mo. elothSs. 6d., movooeote. 

MAirOIN.— An Outline of the History of the Choroh, in Qoestfim 
and Answer, by the Rev. S. W. Mangin, B.A. 4d. 

MAiniAI. FOB COMMUNICANTS: beiogr an Assistant 
to a Devoat and Worthy Reception of the Lord's Supper. 
Morocco, 18. Od. j roan, is. ; paper cover, M. - In lari^ type, od. i 
also a cheap edition for placing in Prayer Boolcs. 2d. 

MANlTAIi FOB THB 8IOK : the OlBoes for the ^sitatiOB, 

with Notes. Edited by the Rer. J. Keble. is. fid. 

MANTTAIi FOB MOUBNSBS, with Devotions, Bireetions, 
and Forms of Self- Examination. Fcap. 8vo., 4s. M. 

MABOABET: an Olden Tale, in Verse. Ss. fid. doth, l«. Od. 
paper. 

MABT MANSFIEIiB; or, ^e-Life and Trials of a Ooontry 
Ghrl. 6d. 

MASON.—Canon Chant Manual} being the solemn and eaphonioos 
mode of Chanting, as in olden times. By William Mason, fid. 

MASTEBS'S I«IST OF CHUBCHSS in which the IMir 
Prayers are said. fid. Published at intenrals. 

MANDIiBT.— Tractarianism (so called by the pr^udtoed and 
misinformed) no Novelty } as exemplified in the Confession of the 
Faith and Practice of a Charch of England man, of the ever 
memorable epoch, 1688. Edited bj O. F. Mandley, Merchant, fii. 

MATC^.—War. A Few Words to the Soldiers and Sailors caUed 
to Active Service, with ^SOwwt Prayers for their Private Use. By 
the Rev. M. W. Mayow, M.A. Price 3d. 

Mo inrOT.— Birch Chundi; or. the Two Friends. By J. 'A Nes- 
bitt Me Evoy. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, as. fid. 

MSDI2BVAI< ATiPKABBTS, Book of. Oblong 4to., 9s. 

TSE MSSTING- IN THE 'WrLDEBNESS, an Tmagina^ 
tion, by the author of ** The Divhie Master." Ss. bds. j is. wrapper. 

MEMOBXAli OF M.S.D. AND a.lS.D. Brief Aoteaof a 
Christian Ufe and very hdy death. ByT. B. P. fid. 

MTTiTi.— Sermons on the Nature of Christianity. By the late Rev. 
W. U. Mill, O.D., Regius Professor of Hebrew at Cambridge. 7s. 

MIIiIi*~Senmms praadied before the Hniversity of Cambridge, on 
the 6th of November and the following Sundays, ss. fid. 
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DB. ^itnuX/B POBTBAIT. The friends of Dr.' Mill are re- 
fipccttully informed that a Portrait of the Professor has been 
most saccessfolly executed frora the Painting: by T. C. Thompson, 
Esq., R.H. A. Engraved by I. C. Pdne, Esq. Proofs before letters, 
^1. IIS. 6d. Proofs, ^gl, 16. Prints, 12s. 

MHjIjABD.— Historical Notices of Choristers, by the Rev. James 

Elwin MiUard, M.A. 28. 6d. 
MUjIjABD.— The Island Choir, or the Children of the Child Jbsus. 

By the Rev. J. E. Millard. 6d. 

MHjIjXSB.— Worshipping" Gon in the Beauty of Holiqess. By the 
Rev. £. Miller, M.A. 4d. 

MHiMAN.— Meditations on Conflrmation. By tba Rev. B. Mil- 
man, M.A. 4d. 

MTTiM A N.— The Voices of Harvest, is. 0d. paper, is. 

IffTTiMAJN'.— The Way through the Desert; or. The Caravan, is., 

or Is. 6d. cloth. 
MZZtMAN.— The Mysterr of Marking: a Parable Ibr School Qixto. 

Od., cloth lOd. 

MTTiM A N.—The Love of the Atonement; a Devotional Exposi- 
tion of the 53rd chapter of Isaiah. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, ss. 

MTTiTW A N.—Mitslav ; or, the Conversion of Poroerania. A True 
Story of the Shores of the Baltic in the Twelfth Century. 58. M, 

MINI8TBT OF CONSOXiATIOIT, The : a Guide to Con- 
fession for the use of Members of the Church in England. 1 8mo. 
Price 88. 

MOBEBIiY.— Stories from Herodotas, by the Rev. C. E. Moberly, 

M.A. 38. 
MONBO.— The Dark River, an Allegory, by the Rev. Edward 

Monro. 2s. 6d. Cheap edition, Is. 

HONBO.—The Vast Army. 2s. 6d. Cheap edition, is. 
MOmtO.—'Ihe CombatanU. 2s. 6d. Cheap edition, is. 
MONBO.— The Revellers.— Midnight Sea.— The Wanderer. 2s. 6d. 
The above four in one voInBie, 7; 0d. 

MONBO.— Harry and Archie i or. First and Last Commnnion. 
Part I. Od. PartlL Od.f together, is. 

MONBO.— Time Stories of Cottagers. Cloth, 28. 6d.j In packets, 2s. 

MONBO.— The Heur of Arondel. A Story of School Life. Jn th« 

pren. 
MONBO.— Walter, the Young Schoolmaster ; or. Studies of Cha« 

racter in k Boy's School. In the prtn, 

MiONBO.— The Jonmey Home. An Allegory. In th^presa, 

MONBO.— Azrael, or the LUlekmg Strife. An Allegory. In the prait, 

MONTAOTIB'S, Bp.« ArUdes of Inqoiry at bis Primary Vieit«. 
ticm, 1638. is. 



MOJrTGOMBSBY-.-Tbe S^tibli Plivaeta ftod tbe EngOA S<dite. 
manct : Letten. by fbe Rev. Bob«rt Monigamtary, V.A. is. 

MOBAIi BONOB. By the mttkor ot •'Hymns for Uttto ChU~ 
diea/' 8d., doth as. School Edition, as. per dos. 

MOitNINa Ain) JiSVE^lNG EXE!KCXS1»8 /or Begin- 
ners. By a Clergyman, sd., or I4s.per loo. 

ByB. S. 4d. 

VHH MOBXriira AJTD WlS!E7Iira> HTTOIB. Ftom 
the " Hymns for Uttle Children,** set to Mosic for ttae use of 
Schools and Families. By Dr. Gaoo^ett. <kl«pach. 

UX DUTY AT THE TJMB OF COWFTSWOSSNT. 
On a thin card, 2s. 0d. per lOO. 

VABBATTVIB WTMJSB for Village «dio0ls. By tb» avtlMr 
of *' Hymns for Little Children.** Set to music for one or tw« 
Tfilce«,byA.F* 3s.l5d. WoBds iif pfuraMyj a4. 

N ABH.— The Scrlptoral Idea of Vslth } mn Essay on the Use of the 
Ttrm " Faith ** in the Wxitioffs of the «oly i^ioatles. By Avn^ 
H.Nasb,A.U. 12IOK). olotb, 4s. 

JfBAI<SI.---Hist9ry of the Holy Eastern Chiwrtu-HQatfttl tota^ 
4nc$iw. Pytt>e8»F,J.«(.if«Bte.M«A. Two vida., 4«S. 

IS^AIjI!.— Appendix to the Introduction to t^e History of the Holy 
Eastern Ohordh } ooataiaiog a Ust of the Sees. is. 

29'XSAXiS}.— The History of the Patriarchata of Aleiundcia. Tm 

▼Ols., 94S. * 

NEAIiE.—History of the ^tnarchatea of Anti^clLaad JevqaaieiB. 

NEAIiE.—The Bible and the Bible only the Religion of Protestants. 
ALeetem. 4d. 

Nig AXiB.— Readings for the Aged. 48. M. Kew edition, with 



NEAIiE.— Readings for the Aged. Second series, betog on the 
Jjcsser Wolydays in the Eogiish Kalcndar. By the »«r. J. M. 
Neale. With an Engraving of the Interior of the Chapel of SaclL. 
ville CoUege, Bast Grinsted. Priee<ls. 

NEAIiE.— Ecclesiological Notes on the Isle of Mf " : a Sonunar 
Pilgrimage. 9s. 6d. 

NEAXiB.--Hierologu8; ortheChorqhToiuifU. 6s. Cheap RdHIWi 

in Two parts. Ss. 4d. 

lOBAIiE.— Mediaeval Hymns, Sequences, and other Poems, traiia- 
la(ted«ytbeRey.J.M.Neale. as. Od. 



ALi>%E8«Af B vt.f A-gfv ifmr B6^n «t. a 

MLI^fiXAyff ma £er«iide o# the Clkiirc1t> in ItagUad. ti. dil. 

WftAJ^A— Hynrat for the Sick: for the hooia, days of the week,. 
&c IM., dcth l«. 64. 

HlSAIiB.— HyutiM for CUIdmK' Mm; SkKsond, end* VUrd Scries. 
Sd. each. Complete in eloth* is. 



]!raAlj!B.--«Biiffs«a«'aidlnts«tiaftnilk«l^^ Mv 

miAIiS. — An Easter Carol. The melody of a Sequence of the 
Thirteenth Oeutoiry, with* Atxxtt^auimeBtj the words tnm, two' 
anoiaat Carols. By the Rev.J. M. N«ale< 6d. 

2niAXiB.^<*-Jciy add GIMkMBSi'* it^GhttettnasCiMll W«ineiit<i» 
an Ancient Melody, by the Rer. J. M. Neale, M.A. Haiuoadzed 
for Foot Voicesr with, or without sooooipanimeat, by the Rev* 
ft.8t<3fcatheed»li.A, Price iSi 

inBAUSIS.--A Song Ibf the- Tines. Tlie WoMv by thr K&r, J. M. 
Neale. The Masie (arraased for Fonr. Voioes) by AUqnis. IS. 

mffiAIiS;— Chorctt History for Children, ss. 
TBTJLA T.ia — Rfcnri^^ of the Cmsades. 38. tfd. 
NBAIiB.— Duchenier, or the Revolt of La Tend^. 48. (KL 
ZiTBIAUBLr^Aytoa Priory, or the Restored Monastery, ss. M. 

NEAIjSS.— The Uoaeeis World i GOmmanioations with it^ veal or 
imaginary^ New edition, with considerable additions, as. 

XnCAIiSL— Seeds of Fsith j Stories from Charch History. 3»^ 

NSAIiS.— The Followers of the Loao ) Stories fttim Chatich History, 
ss. 

N1tAXim-**BiMtffeq(*a«S«dDrillerColtage« ismo;, ctoCU ss. 



BIB AIiiL~The Bnrp^ian Waiiderers. A Tale of the Tenth J^erseca* 
tibn. f9nio.SS. 6d. 

3inB.A.T>Ti».r~A Gommentajcy on the Hymnal Noted, from Aadent 
Sources. Price 0d. 

JSaShSONi on the OoniMmhNM eonteiatair De^otiona for the Altar.^ 

jis«tfd. 

Kir^IM«i>*'^ lliwaai 8 j hl^Broflieg andaisteis. Bditedhrthe Rer. 
W. Ne?ins. Ss.6db 

XnSWIiAlTD.-ConlitmatieM and Firtt Communion. A SiAei oT 
JbsayB, Lectures, Senaene, OenTcrsatloos, and Heads of Oatechi. 
ilaf , relative tf» the* pveparatieii' of Cateehomens. By the fkev. 
H. Newland, M.A. Post Mv.* ys. M« doUt i lis. oaU. 

JSPSXWhMJlfD.^liunmg^ Romtdsm teBnglsnd, by fhA WM & 

jws^Raaafa^ u^jk* av« 

SlBWliAHTD.— Tliree Lectures on lYactarianism, delivered in the 
Ttma UtfU, Br%hloii^ with Ptefaee aad Appendht. Royal i«ikk 
doth IS. iHi* 



)4 .WOIIV9 piltBUBR^O 1|T J. MAOTSaS, 

n:OTICEl OF B AFTX81C. Fonn for fllttnc «p wit 
&c. On a thin card, 28. odTper 100. 

OIjD cm U HCHT ABD and the JSTEW CHtTBGBTABD. 

Thoartits sugTfrested by the Closing of the Old Chutchyard, and 
the Conaecration of the New Cemetery of AU Saints, Sooth I^nin* 
Norfolk. 2 Engrravhigs. 0d. 

OIiDKXO'W.— Hymna for the 8erTiae4>f the ChaBeh. Xd^ftwl^ 
the Rev. J. Oldknow. New Edition U. 

OBBSB FOB PBIMS. Prayers for Early Mom. Price 44. 
OBDEB FOB OOMFIiriO! s or Prayera before Bed-time. 4d. 
OBDEB FOB SEXTS AlTD NOVHSIB.. Pr«yeia.f9rii^ apd 

So'cloclc. Id. 
AN OBDBB OF FSAIjMS for Sini^ip on each Sunday and 

Festival. Selected from the Old and New Versions of the Psalms, 
. by the Rev. M. Walcott, M.A. On a sheet, 2d. 
OBOAirS (A short account oO built in England from the Reign of 

Charles the First to the present time. Witb designs by the late 

A. W. Pugin, Esq. Fcap. Svo. 0s. 

OBIiUBAB— Christmas Eve and other Poems, by MnT. Cdthbert 
Orlebar. is. 

OSMOND.— Christian Memorials i bein^ a series of I)e8i|^fe» by 
William Osmond, Jun., Salisbury. 4to. cloth, l5s. 

OXIiBE.— The Christian Doctrine of the Trinity and Tncamatlon 
conslderei and maintained on the Principles of Judaism. . By 
the late Rev. John Oxlee, M. A., Rector of Molesworth, Hunts. 
Vol. I. (1816.) On the Holy Trinity, los. 
Vol. II. (1820.) The Doctrine of the Incarnation. lOs. 
VoL III. (1850.) The Doctrine x>f the JncwAaOon. a» to.onr 
LoKD's office and work. lOs. 

OXIiEE.— Three Sermons (1821) on the Pow^r, Origin, and Socees- 
. sion of the ChrUtian Hierarchy , and especially that of the Church 
of England, with Copious Notes and Tables of the Soocession ef 
Bishops. lOs. 0d. 

OZIiEE.— Three Letters to Mr. C. WcUbeloTCd, (i824> Tutor oftlie 
Unitarian College, York, occasioned by his Attack on the Cl^u-ge 
. of Archdeacon Wranghamw^Strictorea on SepMEatioii fnm. t^ 
Church.— The Athanasian Creed, &c. 4s. fid. . 

OZIi]lE.^Three Letters, (1825), addressed to the. Key. FMdwt^ 
Nolan, Viear of Prittlewell, on hlA erroneoas criticisms aod mis- 
statements in the Christian Remembrancer, relative to the .Text of 
the Heavenly Witnesses, &c. 3s. 6d. 

OXIiEE.— Three Letters (1827) to the Afohtatohop o( CmHaftH on tl^e 
Recent Apocryphal publications of his Grace, andt oft tlw Annota- 
tions respecting them. 5s. fid. 

OXIiEE^— A Reply to the Letter of tbe Rer* R* Towers, of Ample, 
forth CoUege, 1833. fid. 
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OXIiBZStfo-Three Letters (iMS) hambly addressed to tbe Lord Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, on the inexpediency and futility of any 
attempt to convert the Jews to the Christian Faith in the way and 
latRmer hitherto practised, betngr&ffeneral discussion of the whole 
Jewish Question. 8s. 

OXIiSE.— Three more Letters (1845) in continuation of the same 
- sobjfict. .sg. 

PACKESB.— Sermons on the Lord's Prayer, by the Rev. J. G. 
Packer, M.A., Incumbent of S, Peter'Sj BetlmaL Green. 3s. 6d. 

PAGET.— The Living and the Dead. Sermons on the Burial Ser. 
vice, by the Rev. F. E. Pa«et, M.A. 66. 6d. 

PAGET.— Sermons on the Duties of Daily Life. Os. 0d. 

PAGET.-^Sermons on tbB Saiats' Days and Festivals. 7s. 

J^AGET.— The Christian's Day. New edition, square S4mo. 3s. fid. j 
morocco, 6s. 

PAGET.— Sursum Cprda: Aids to Private Devotion. Collected from 
lneWriting:8 of English Churchmen. Compiled by the Rev. V. £. 
Paget. 5s. } morocco, 7s. fid. A Companion to the Christian's Day. 

PAGET.— Prayers for Labouring Lads. Ud. 

PAGET.— Prayers on behalf of the Church and her Children in Tim^s 
of Trouble. Compiled by the Rev. F. £. Paget. Is. 

PAGET.^Tract upon Tombstones ; or Suggestions for. Persons in- 
tending to set up Monuments. With Engravings. Is. 

PAGET.— Memoranda Parochialia, or the Parish Priest's Pocket 

Book. 3s. fid., double size 5s. 
PAGET.— BUlford Malvoisin ; or. Pews and Pewholders. 38. 
PAGET.— S. Antholin'si or. Old Churches and New. New edition. 

IS. 

PAGET.— The Warden of Berkingholt. 6s. Cheap edition, 2s. 8d. 

PAGET.— How to Spend Sunday Well and Happily. Qua oavd. 
Id., 25 for 2s. 

PALET.— Ecclesiologist's Guide to the Churches withhi a ctrcnlt 
of Seven Miles round Cambridge. By F. A. Paley, M.A. 2s. 

PAIiMEB.— Dissertations on some snbdeots relating to the " Or- 
thodox" Communion. By the Rev. W. Palmer, M.A. 10s. fid. 

PABX8H TALES. Reprinted from the "Tales of a London 
Pariah." In a packet, price Is. fid. 

PATH OF TiTTPE. By. the author of the "Seven Corporal 
Works of Mercy." fid. 

PATE'E. — Decaens, or the Dawn of To-morrow ; and the Bond- 
child, or the Bird of Fidocia. Two Allegories. By Isabel Jamtefele 
Payne. Cloth Is. Separately fid. each. 



PltAItSOir.— StoilM on the ttght Bestttadcs, l»r tlie »»▼• C^* ^- 
FMrson. lis. clotK, or in a packet. 

FaABSON.--8liifi«S' of CbiteliaB Jsy and Sonrow, or Horn*' IWes, 
by the Rev. H. D. Pearson, containiog UtUe Rath Gmjr, Holy 
Stone, Htt|^» Old Oliver Dale. Price is. j, 8eparately».4d..each.- 

nSBEIBA.— Tentatlra Theolofica. Por P. Antonio Feralk* de 
Flguoredo.. Translated by the Rev. B. B. Landou*M. Aw », 

PIOITB CHUBOHICAN : a Manaal of DevoHon and Sptritnal 
Instmictian. ls«4d.. 

FETPFS.— Catechism on the Holy Scriptures, by the Rev. B. J. 
Phipps, iSmo; ]•». 

FIiEA ^OB TSrnUB^^SlAXi BOROOItB, ^vtth a Short 

S etch, of the Progress of the National and Indastrial Schools o( 
Bchley. By one of the Editors of "the Finchley Miannalft."~ 
Fcap. 8yo., 8s. Od. 

l?OCE3BT yUUSnJAL OF FBAYBB8. Fourth edition^ with 
Qoosidemhle additionSk 6d.. Uoth. with the GoUectSb ia»}, blae 
calf, 2s. (Tliis is the most complete Manaal published.) 

:i$QJBK6[iPi>8^«ctB. in theOJW. Testament. Pactl. QeneBie--«Ko«" 
dus. By C. F. A., author of '■ Hymns for Little CbiLdi:en»*^&c. 
price 0d in printed paper cover; Is, in embossed cloth } 8s. 6d. in 



FOIiAin}.— Pearls Strung, adapted for Short Perusal, by the Rey. 
>^W;Potand. m» Od. 

POOIiSl.— Twelve Sermons on the Holy Cominnnion,r by the Uaw^ 
O. A. Poote, M.A. 12mo. 48. 68; 

POOliS!.— Churches of Scarborough and tbe Neighbourhood; bytlie 
Rev. G. A. Poole, and John West HugaU, Architects doth^ 
ssifid';, paper as. OU. 

FOOIjIB.— History of Bedeslastiear Architecture in Bhgland; hy tftr 
Rev. G. A. Poole, M.A. Large 8vo. vol., 7** dd. 

FOOXiB^—Chnrches, their Stmctnre*. Arrangement*^ Qnuvientfef 
&c., by the Rev. G. A. Poole, rs. 6d., doth 2s. 09. 

FOOXiB.— Ht^tory of Engtand*. Ftom the First rnvasiOirt^-Qiieen 
Ylctoria, by-Rev; G. A. Poole, M.A., 2 vols, doth, gs. 

FOOZiS.— Sir Raoul db Broeand his Son THstnan-,, a Tale of Che- 
Twelfth Century, by the Rer. G; A. Pbol^. M.A. Ss. 6d'. 

FOTO;— •Ctmllrmalfan Lectures dellverod to^» TIQi«re eongregattotf- 
in the Diocese of Oxford. By Alfred Fbtt, M'.A. and' edition, 
laduced to 2s. to indace.a larg]B,ci«Qubitio<i. . 

FOVT.—VOIage Lec t ures o n ttie'Sacrsments.attd'Occaaional'Services 
of the Church. Price 
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PntyenlbraHoBbaDdand Wife. 2d. Ditto 0d. 

Frayen for a Sick Room. Ss. 6d. per hundred. 

Bmyecftfor DMlMmit Hows, of tte Itaiyk as.. 6d. per hundred. 

Prayers and Directions for Morning and Eren&ig. Bf F. K. M. 

On a large card, price 3d. 
Fkayers for the ose of Faroohial Schoob. By F. H. M.. Otf. 
Prayers and Roles for the Ordering and Use of a Chorch Gaild. is. 
Pmyersand Self-Bzamlnatlon for Children. 9d. 
PHvate Derotlons as ei^joined by the Holy Eastern Church for the use 

of her Members. Translated from the original. Is. 
FriTate Devotion, a Short Form for the Use of Children. Id. 
ProgressiTe Prajren and Directions. In four parts. Hound, sd. j in 

sets of four, 84d. 
Stliipie nrayers tor Uttie Children, by the sutfaor of *' Dbvotionv fbr 

the Sick Room,*' &c. 9d. 
FMfersforYoangFtersonetbytheaameanOMr* 4dl 
RrayeiB fbr Litde Children and Young Persons. 0d:, doth Sd; 

aftniplB Pmyeni lor Mflroiogand Brsntag fbr Wbrklov Bbys^ a«# 
per 100. 

Payers for Working Men. Bf tha Rer. W. J« BntLsr. Sd. 

Daily Prayers for Labouring Lads. By the Rev. F. E. Paget.. l>^. 

Family Prayers for the Labouring Classes. No. L» for the Reader, 4d* 

No. n.fc fbr the Family,. 3d. 
Short Prayers for Morning and Night, for the Use of the Faithful 

Children of tUe Chufeh* sd: 

The Sum of the Catholic Faith. Extracted firom Bishop Cosin's 

DeKotk)nsk sd. 
Prayers for the Use of aU isto ane engaged in theiWOth M Church 

Education. Sd. 
A Ifhnnal' or Daily layers, fbr FenoBS who acs much hindered by 

the Duties of their calling. 8d. 
HJmiM-lpr'tbeHoawor Prayer. SttL- 

PHEACHIira OF CHBXST. A Seriea of Sislx, Sermons 
Ibr ttie Peopte. By- the Author of the '•*Christttar Senrant^ 
Book.'* 5s. in a packet. Wrappers for the Sermons, pd. for 35. 
Fine paper edition 8s. Od. oloth. 

PBICHABD.— Sermons, by the late Reir: James Cowtes nriehard, 
MJl. 48. 6d. 

PBISOmSBB OF CBAIGHACAXBE. A Stocy of the "40." 
Edited by the Author of ** The Divine Master,** &c. u^ 

FBAJidCS, Selflotions flcoa tfau OhL and Newr Venions of the, as 
naedat Christ Church* S. Pancras. is. fid. 
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THIS FSAIiTBB, or Sereii Qrd|nti7 Honn of Prayer, aeoordiiifr 

to the ase of the Chnreh of tenfn. Beaatifolly lUominated and 
bouud in antique parchment. 30s. 

TBZB FSAIjTSB, or Psalms of David. Pointed for Chanting, by 
the Rector, Curate, and Organist of S. Andrew's, Bradfield, Berks. 
Roan, 9t. } ealf, 8s. Also in aheeU, for Mndinr with the Book of 
Common Prayar, 

FUBCHAS.— The Bpok of Feaata: Homilies for the Salute' Daya. 
By the Rer. J. Pnrehas, M.A. Price 08. 

FYS.— A Short EcdesiasUcal History; ikom the eoocluaioii of tlie 
Acts of the Apostles, to the Coondl of Nice, a.o. 325. By the 
Rer. tt. J. Pye. is. fld. 

ANDMjh W JijS.— Parochial Sepnons, by Bishop Lancelot Aa- 
drewes. ss. 

BBBCHTR'.— Commentary im the Seven PeniteBtial •Bntaatt 

chiefly from aucient soorces. Od.,andlB.c]oUii^ la.(kUboi»(L 

OOJXTEaSfTMJBfN^Ti tte Art of, by tka .Mtbor. of the •• Wbole 

Duty of Man." is. Od. 

OOSIIV.-^Collectiott of Private Devotions, by Bishop Cosin. Ts. j 
calf, 38. 

FAIiIjO'^.^A Selection of Hymns for the use of S. Andrew's, 
Wells Street. Is. 6d. Ditto, with those for Private Use. ds. 

HOBNECK.— Daily Exercises: taken, from- Homeck'a . Happy 
Ascetic, 0d. 

JOHNS.—Fourteen Meditations of John Gerhard, done into 
SDKlial(brtti*&er.B.<i.JohM. Cd. 

KjbN^ Bp.— The Practice of Divine horei an Bzposition apoo the 
Chnreh Catechism, by Bishop Ken. gd. 

KX:TTIi]DWIIIiIi.-A Comipnioa for the Pwiitent. bylba.l|«r. 

John Kettlewell. 8d. 

lILANXJAIi, the Yoongr Cburchmah'a t Meditations on tha. Chief 
Truths of Religion, la. 

NEIiSON.— A Gaide to the Holy Oommnnion, with' SoMabla Devo- 
tlon^ by Robert Ne)san. . sd. 

BAKBEBSON.— The Christian Man a Contented Man, by Bishop 
Sanderson. 9d. 

SCUD AMOBS}.— Steps to the Altar; a Manual for the Blessed 
Xacbariat, by W. B. Bcadamore, M.A. Clotb, iM^yCaJiU.'m.^ 
cheap edition, 0d. . 
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airOKIflNG.— A Manual ofDeTotioosforCoBllrroatlonftiMtfint 

Coxxuno^ion. By the late Rev. R. A. Suckling. 6d. 
TAYIiOB.— The History of the Life and Death of otir Ever- 
. blessed Savious, Jssus Christ: abridged from Blehop Jeremy 
l^ylor.' Is. 6d. 
TAYIiOB.— Death, Judgment, Heaven, and HeU. 8d. 



QITBSTIONS 'AND AITSWBBS IIiIiITSTItA'a?IVB 

OF THE CHUBOH CATECHISM. For the Use of 

Young Persons. New Edition. Cloth.Sfl.. 
QUESTION'S FOB SEIiF-EXAMINATION for the Use 

of the Clergy. M. 
QUESTIONS on Christian Doctrine and Practice, id. ■ ■ > 
BEADING liESSONS from Scripture History, for the Use of 

Schools. Royal ISmo., limp cloth, 8d. 

BECOIiI«BCTIONS OF A SOZJ^IBB^S ^ITIBOW. 

New Edition with Appendix. 6d. 
BEDHEAD.— The Better Uiid.' iKe Poetry by "**licia Hemans. 

The Music by R. Redhead, as. 
BEFIiEOTIONS, MeditationB, and Prayers, on the Btily life' 

and Passion of our ;.ord. .By the anthiNr of " Devotioafl fbr the 

Sick Room." New edition, 7s. 
BEFOBMATION, Progress of the Church of England since the. 

6d^clDth9d. ' . - ^ ' 

JE^DFOBMED VHiIiAaBi; or, FMt and Ftfesent. Feap. tvo. 

cloth. 18. «d. 

BBQISTBB OF B APTISJM, MABBIAaBS, AJTD 

BUBTAXiS, on Parchment and Paper. 
BEOISTEB OF FEBSONS CONFIBMED AND 

ADMITTED TO HOLY COMMUNION. For 600 

names, 4S. M* For 1000 names 7s. 6d. half, bound. Paper Ss. M*. 

per quire. 
BEVEIiATION, The, of Jbsus Christ, explained agreeably to 

thff Analogy of Holy 8cit|»tfiffe. '■ By n Gletgyman. 14S. 
" It must be confessed that he has sodght the key in the only place 
in which it can be found, in th<^ if olv Scriptui:^ in a proper spirit, and 
byaproperl{gKt.*'^iroml»^PM#. - 
BICKABDS.^ Short Sarmona for Famflr Reading. By the Rev. 

S. Rickards. ps. 
BICEABDS.— The Christian Householder ; or Guide to FamUy 

Prayer, with oecasional Prayers. By the Rev. S. Rickarda. Seoond 

editidn. is.fld. 

BIGHT OF Alili THE BAPTIZED to be Present 
at the Celebration of the Holy; Communion. 6d. 

B0BIN60N CBU80E. By the Rev. J. F. Russell. Ss. 

B08B.-^Momiog and Bvening Praycn, selected by the Rav. H* ^. 
Rose, |i*A., when Vicar of. Hfcahanu (Id. 



JttdgnMtori 
oatlMnA 



the Reformatloii) oa tiM ndMeoey ef Holy Bufftatmriue^ hf tb« 
' Bev^J, F.IUHeU,BX.L. 10ft. M. 

BVBBHIiIi.— Layveoncerninr theXtflr Oiofdi* byOitf Kiev. J. F. 
RoMcll. It. Od. 

BUTE OSBOBmS, the Kane. Price 0d. 

8b ATiBATT^S ; or»tbe MecnmoC Hope. By tli#AntkDr«r«*1Ri» 
BiTiae MMter.'* Fcap. 8vo., fta. 

BAMUXIi : a Story for Choristers. 1b., cloth l». 0d. 

80ATTEBBD IjEAVBS from a ChnrchiaaD** Biary. is. 

SOXINXS' Ain> OlEARAKfraam; m, Bikliteeii MomiM if 
BeeehtMll. Br ttia Autlior of ••AUMf Ghttreb.** Moauf 
Edition. 4i.6<l. 

8VIBO0X* OHBCEC CLAJED o£Atbtaiaiiee. 8k.&l»per.lid«. 
800TT.— Tmlye Sennonsjixj the Rev. Robert ScottrM J^ i9mi^ 

UOBIFTUTLm HI8VOB7 for ftaa Tov&r. By the Aat&or af 
«*ltitanMaiis» M edt ta iHaast?* te- Old and Hew Tutamonte. 
8s. 0d., or with l6 enrraviDgs 4a. Qd. 

SaaaKON'A B»eX«raDB«. br mtk^ an acfvunt lUir 6« Xb»C 
of Sermons, the numbcnr, subject, aiid when preachdd.. is^' 

ttDVlDir CGSPOnUL WOBKS OT MXIBOT, illQStnttktf- 
in Seven Outline Engrvvlkifs. St. Od. plaih » fts. colonred. For 
hangiof In Schools. 

9SVBS 8PIBXTX7AX> WOiBKfi 03P BOEBOT, Jlta^nted 
in Seven Outline Engravings. 8s. dd. plain i 6s. eohMwedk For 
banging.in Schools. 

SHOBT ZXBVOTIOirAI. SSBVIOII TOB USOSTT, for 

Private and. Public Use. dd.. 

SHOBT DxnroTPioiars fob thx sBAaoKfis- 

CSomiiyM ft» ftBwqWaVBisWbsittoiiit by-F. »» M . 
Devotions for the Season of Advent and Chrtotmaa. Id., or 7k; per 100. 
Devottens for Lent, ^d;, or ss* 6di per I OO. 
Bavottensifar Holy Week and Baster Baeu 4d»»>or 8a» Od. per lOO.^ 
Devotions for Easter to Ascension, id., or 7s. per iat> 
Devotiona for th^ Festtval of Iha Aaoensiov. id), ov 8s« 0d» per tM. 
Devotions for Whitsuntide, id., at As. 0d. per 1 00. 
Devotions for the Festival of the Holy Tribity. id., or 3^ W. per. 100. 

8(LTG-HT.>->'Hie Fixat CSapttviky aadi DesiraotloB of JMnsstan*. a. 
Tale, by the Rev. H. Spennerttiglit,. BM, 7a.^» » oal4 .Ma.-ed. 
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S. IC.— The Mal4e» Aunt's Tales. By tbe Author of ^* The U«e ^ 
8an8bine,""Nin&,»'&c. 4s. M. 

810TH.--SennoBS praached in Holy We^ by fhe Bovl. C. n& 
Sjnith, B.A., Vsaur of Cnditon. as. 

SMITH.— The Devout Chorister. Thougrhts on his Vocation, and a 
lianvat of Devotions for bis use. By Thomas F. Smith, B J)., 
Fellow of Magdalen College. €Ao(9i, is. j oalf, 38. Cheap editimi, is. 

SMITH.— Family Prayers, a Selection of Prayers of the ChurcSi 
of England. By Josiah W. Smith, Esq., B42.L., Oantab., Ba^> 
rister at Law. is. ; paper cover, 0d. 

8MITH.^Klng Alfred's Hymn. «< As the 8an to hrighter Skies.** 
Arranged to ancient music, by Dr. Smith. 6d. 

SMITH.— The Church Catechism illustrated by the Book of Com- 
mon frayer, by the &ev. Aowland Smith, M. A. 4d. 

SONGS AJn> HYMNS FOB THE NUESEBT 
adapted to Original Music. By the author of the " Fairy Bower.*** 
Small 4to., cloth 3s. 6d. 

SPEIiMAN. — History and Fate of Sacrilege, 2iFew Edition. 
Demy 8vo. Demy 8vo. cloth, 10s. fld. 

AiPlSBXiIIirGh.— Chnreh Waflcs in AOddlesex : being a SeiSes of JBo.. 
clesiological Notes, with Appendix to the present time. By John 
Hanson Sperling, B JV. 38. 6d. 

THU SFONSOB'S DUTY. To be given at BaptLsms. On thin 
card,3«. 6d.per 100. 

STOB7 OF A DBEAM* or the Mother's Christian Version 
of Little Red Riding Hood. is. 

3TBETTON.— Guide to the Infirm, Sick, ^d Dying. By the Rev. 
Henry Strettou, M.A., lucumbentof S. Mary Magdalene, Chiswick, 
one of the Compilers of the Visitatio It^rmorum. Price 7s. 

STBXITTON.— The Acts of S. Mary Magdalene Considered in Six- 
teen 3ermon8« by tb^ Rev. H. Strettop, M. A* U)8* ^* 

STB15TTON.— The Chai<ch Cateeblsm explained and annotated 
prindpalty as an aid to the Clergy in Catechising in Churches. 
Part I. Price is. 

BTBISTTON.— The Child's Catechism. By the Rev. H. Stretton. 
M.A. Id. 

BTBETfDOST*— Cbuicb Hymns, for the Sundays, Festi^aiSi aqd 
other Seasons of the Ecclesiastical Year. Compiled; with an In. 
troductioD, by the Rev. H. Stretton, M.A. is. Od. 

BTJOKIjING.— Memoir of the Rev. R. A. SnoUing. with Cor- 
respondence. By tbe Rev. I. Williams, B.D. Naw EditioB. 
Fcap.svo., price 6s. The Senmms separately, &•• 
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SXTOKXiUfG.— Sermons, by the late Rev. R. A. Sacklinff. £<Uted 

by the Rev. I. Williams, B.D. New Edition, 58. 
BTJOKIiING>.*> Family Prayen adapted to the.coane of the Bcde* 

siastical Year. By the late Rev. R. A. Sucikliner. la. Cheap 

edition, 6d. 

STJCKIiINa-.— Holineaa in the Priest's HoosehoUI. Second edition. 

By the late Rev. R. A. SacUinir* <M« 
SUNDAY: A Poem. By P.P. Price 4d. 

BITN'DAT AIjPHABET, The Uttle Christian's. 4d.j enamel 

wrapper, Od.j coloured. Is. 
8nsnjZ€KHT IN THB CIiOTTDS» &c. Three Tales. Is. 

SUSAN SFEIjIiMAN ; a Tale of the Silk MUls. By the Author 
>sf "Betty CornweU." 6d. 

SUNSETTING- ; or, Old Age in its Glory: a story iof happiness, 
peace, and contentment. 6d. 

SUNTliB' S Ornamental Designs for Gravestones. On a sheet, 28. 

SUSANNA.— A " Home Tale." Price 6d. 

TAIiiiSS OX* JPimrATiia HEBOISM. lUoBtratedby Wamn. 
88. 6d. 

TAIiUS 07 ADYBNTUBB BT SEA AND liAND. 
ss.6d. 

TEAIiE.— lives of Eminent English Divines, by the Rev. W. H. 
Teale, M.A. With engravings. 6s. 

Life of Bishop Andrewes, is. Life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

Life of Bishop BoU, Od. Life of Bishop Wilaon, is. 

Life of Jones of Kay land. is. 

"THE THBEEVOXiD HEAVENS OF OIiOBIOUS 

' HEIG-HT." The words from the " Cathedral." The mosie 

byM.A.W. is. 

THOMPSON.— Davidica. Twelve Practical Sermons on the Life 
and Character of David, King of Israel, published in 18^. By 
Henry Thompson, M.A. Demy 0vo. Ss. i by post 8s. Od. 

THOMPSON.— ConciooaUa} Outttnet of Sermons forparoehial 
Use throaghoat the Year. By <be Rev. Henry Thompson, M.A. 
Two vols., iss. 

THOMPSON.— Original Ballads, by Living Authors, I8ft0. Edited 
by the Rev. H. Thompson, M.A. With beautiful Illustrations. 
108. 0d., morocco iSs. 

THOUGHTS IN SOIjITUDE. Pbst svo. ss. 6d. 

TIME OP THE END, and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo., 8s. 

TOMIjXNS.— Sermons for tlie Holy Seasons, by the Rev. R. Tom. 
lins, M.A. Ss. 

TOMIiINS.— The Place whdre Prayer was wont to be made. By 
the Rev. R. Tomlint. id., or 7s. per hundred. 
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trOMLHSTS.— Advent Sermons (Second Series). The FoQr Night 
Watches) being Four Sermons on Childhood, Youth, Manhood, 
Ag6> ttUmtFated by coptous refareiices to the Aovknt Sbryicss. 
By the Rev. R. Tomlins, M.A. is. 6d. 

TOOGOOD.— The Summer Lake. A Collection of Poems by Mn. 
Toogood, Author of ** Sketches of Church History," and ** History 
of Greece." Fcap. 8vo. cloth 4s. 

TOOGOOD.— History of Greece, for Schools and Families, by Mrs. 
Toogood. 7s, 

TOOGOOD.— Ellen Latwidge. A Popular Tale. By Mrs. Toogood. 

18. 6d., cloth Ss. * 

TOSBY.— Life and Times of the late Bishop Torry. Edited by the 

Rev. J. B. Pratt, and the Rev. G. Rorison. Preparing for Pu6R- 

eatioH. Subscribers' names received. 
TCWBB BUHiDXiBSy snd the Two Merchants: Two Alle- 
gories. 9d. 
TBXIBUBS ATS SCHOOIj ; or, the Power of Example. Od. 
TBUS*FITT.--^ArchitectuFBl Sketches on the Continent, by George 

TruefiU. Sixty Engraved Subjects, lOs. 6d. 
TBUSFITT.— l>esigns for Country Churches. Imperial 4to., sos. 
TITOKEiB.'-The Psalms, with Notes showing their Prophetic and 

Christian Character. By the Rev. W. H. Tacker. 5s. 
TUTJSi.— Holy Times and Scenes, by the Rev. J. S, Tnte. ss. Second 

Series, 8s. 
TtJTB.— The Champion of the Cross : an Allegory. By the Rev. 
' J. S. Tnte, B.A. 2s. 0d. 

THB TWO 0TJABDIAN6 ; or. Home in this World. By the 
Author of " The Heir of Redclyilb." 68. 

VANCS.-^Sermonsi with a Voice Ik-om Mines and Fnmaoe. By 
the Rev. W. F. Vance, M.A. 8vo. cloth lOs. The Voice firom the 
Mines, separately is. 6d. 

VJ-UAIs. — ^Esther Merle, and other Tales, by Mrs. Frances Vidal. 
»s.<d. 

WAKSFIBIiD.—Charades from History, Geography, and Bio- 
graphy, by Eliza Wakefield, is. 9d. 

WAEEFrBIiD.— Mental Exercises for Juvenile Minds. 3s. 
WABD.—Family Offices for the Sundays, Festivals and Fasts. Br 

the Rev. W. P. Ward, M.A. ss. 
-^ A •anm^ AmMiai« and Pefennials; or. Seed-time and Harvest. 

By C. M. Waring. Demy 8vo., beautUtdly lUnstralad, 58. 
WATSOS'.— Sermons for Sundays, Festivals, Fasts, &e. Edited 
by the Rev. A. Watson, M.A. 5 vols., 7s. Od. each. 
1st Sdries, 1 vol. — From Whitsunday to theClose of the Church's 

Year. 
Snd Series, 8 voU.~From 1st Sunday in Advent to the asth 

Sunday after Trinity, 
trd Series, l vol.— Some occasional offices of the Prayer Book. 
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WXT^ON^Tbe Seven Sayings on ttie CroM. Seiinoiii» lifilM 

Rer. A. WaUon. fit. 
'WATSON.— First OoebriociMdBuljrJPncttc*. 8craM»»lsrtte 

Yoong. SB. 6d., limp ss. 

^WATSOH".— J«si« the GNer snd FiMller «f the Vmr L«r. B^it 

Sermons on the Bestttndes. 6S.M. 
WATSOBT.— Choichman's Sanday Crenhigs st Home. Fsmfly 

Bcadtogs, by the Ber.A. Watson. i4S.;eaM;i8s.|inotDeeo,SU. 

'WATSON.— The Deront Cbnrcfaman; or, Dsily Meditations Aon 
Advent to AdTont. Bdtted hy the Ber. A. Watson, MJL Two 
▼ols. 16S. ; calf, »A 

WATSON.— Apolory tor the Plata Sense of the Fiaycr Book <ni 
Holyr • 



WATSONw— A CatechisBi on the Book of Common JPnycr^ by His 

Ber. Alexander Wstson, M. A. ParUp printed. 

WSBB.-«k€tdieB of Oentlnental Beelssioioffy. XootoiMofleal 

jKotes fa Belgiom, Ac., by the Ber. B. Webb, XJU With en- 

gravincs. 7s. 0d. 
W1I0T.— OnAeFiBonsandTyvesoflheOkftalaineBt Bytte 

Her. J. R. West, Tiov of Wraifby wilh CBaadftwa Bngg. U^P 

FcUowof CaavsHaU. is. 6d. 

WHFFINOv— Baal Thoochts and Seenes, by W. WhittnT' Ct- 

•^y7T,-p- ff fiT A ir - >Taig« for my Godson. TkaaslRtsd ftna Om 
Germsn, by Frances Iff. WUbraham. Ss. 

IvXLIiIAXS.— The Altar; or M e di tat i o ns in YcrMontte Bd|f 
Commoi^tt: By the author of "Hie CsthadraL" la. 



WHiUAMar-HyMMOBttaCateshiBm. ad.,«le<hia. 

WHililAlCS.— Ancient Hymns for Qhildrcn. By the Bav J. WO. 

liams, B.D. is. 6d« 
WUiMSHUBST.— Six Sermons, by the Ber. A T. WlfinihiiMl 9s. 

'WH'SON.— V^ew Zcabrnd, and other Poems. By Iftrs. Ki*ctt 
— Bs. fid. 



WOODFOSD.— Poor Lectures on Chordi Histary, dciif«ad in 
Advent. 1861 . By the Bev. J. B. Woodfiord. la. Cd. 



Advent, 1861. By the 

WOODFOBD^r 

toL ~ 



WOODWABD.— 1>emoniaGal Poswarion ; 1 

tion. A prize essay, by the Bev. T. Woodward, MJ^ Sa. 

WBJBATH OF IiUjIES. A Gift forthe Yoonr. Bs^Cd. 

An easy Commentary and Vene of tiie vaikms events in tlK LUb of 
the Bleawd Yirpn. 



ALDMtSOATm ST.y AMD HBW BOWD 9t, 9& 

tt^ BttUi of Cl^rii^ttan iSfograp]^;. 

Ik no bnuieh of deTQtIonal literatore is the Ctaurch of Eatrlan4 so 
deftdent, as in Biography. Whether we look to the Fathers of the 
PrimitlTe and andiTided Church, or to those great and good men by 
whom tbe Gospel was brought into this land : to those who have toiled 
and suffered in its defeoCQln orery ag« ) or to those who in the privacy 
of their own homes have Rved the most saintly lives among us, there 
is no accessible record concerning them which we can place in the 
hands of our people. From these sources it will be the oi^ect of the 
preseat andcradctng to provide A seriea 6f iuterettinc Biographical 
Sltetches for general reading. 

Alrtadp puhiUked, 
No. 1 . The Life of Nicholas Ferrar. Ss. dd. 
No. 3. The Life of James BonneD. 2s. 6d. 
No. S. The Life of S. Bonlfi&ce. 2s. 0d. 

No. 4. The Lives of Eminent Russian Prelates ; Nikon, 8. Deme- 
Mus, and Michael. With an Introduction on the History, 
Geography, and Rellgloiis Ctoostttution of RnssU. Ss. 6d. 
Hie followin jT original lives will appear at short intervals. 
Dr. Richard Steward. I • King Charles I. 

Archbishop Laud. | De Renty. 

Bishop Home. | Alcnin. 

Others will speedfly follow. 
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CLASSIFIED PBICj; LIST 



REDWARD BOOKS^ 



BOOKS FOB JUBBOZBO 



PSNNT. 

THE SEVEN CORPORAL WORKS OF MERCY.^ 

In Seven Tales. In a' Packet, or bonud in ornamental cover, (Sd. 

THE SEVEN SPIRITUAL WORKS OF MERCY.— 

In a Packet, or bound in ornamental cover, 6d. 

THE HALF-HOLIDAY. A Packet of Six Tales, contain- 
ing Six Different Ways of Spending a Half- Holiday. In a Packet, 

THE YOUNG SOLDIERS, or THE DOUBLE BIRTH- 
DAYj and other Tales. A packet of Seven Tides, or boand,6d. 

THE SCHOLAR'S NOSEGAY. Being a aeries of Tales 
and Conversations on Flowers. In a packet, eontainiiig IS, price 
Is. j or neatly boond, is. 0d. 

FLOWERS AND FRUIT, ETC. For Little Ouldren. 
In a Packet, price is. j or boond in cloth, is. 6d. 

STORIES AND LESSONS ON THE FESTIVALS, 
FASTS, AND SAINTS* DAYS. In 33 Uttle books, 3s. M. the set. 
In 3 vols., ornamental cloth, 36. 



Vol. I. 
Advent 
Christmas Day 
Epiphany 
Ash Wednesday 
Good Friday 
Easter Eve 
Easter Day 
Ascension Day 
Whitsunday 
Ttinity Sanday 



Vol. II. 
S. Andrew 
S. Thomas 
S. Stephen 
S. John the Evangelist 
The Holy Innocents 
Circumcision 
Conversion of S. Paul 
Purification 
S. Matthias 
Annunciation 



Vol. III. 
S.Mark 
SS. Philip and J 
S. Barnabas 
S. John the Baptist 
S.Peter 
S. James 
S. Bartholomew 
S. Matthew 
S. Michael & All Angels 
S. Luke 

SS. Simon and Jnde 
AUSainU 
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The Root of BUteni«8B 
SandAy In the Coantry 
The Allotment Ground 

Hymns for Infant Children 
Bow to be a Martyr 



What is Liberty? 
Cicely afid Agrnes 
The First Shilling 

Questions on Cfhrlstiau Ixxe* 
trine and Practice 



The Two Sheep 

UtUe Stories for Little Children 

" I am so happy" 

The Brother's SacriAee 

The Dumb Boy 

Margraret Hunt 

Tha SpvaMiad Ande 

Roee Eg'linton 
Pattle Orahame 
Tale of a Tortoise 
Elements of English History 
Lucy Ford 



TWOPZSNOiS. 

In Packets of is. Price as. 
Dishonesty 



The Little Lace Girl 
The Ravens 

TtaM Cat aad her KIttana 
How to be Useful and flippy 
A Few Prayers and a Few Wovda 
about Prayer 

ThePrixe 

Annaodale 

WlUlam Dale 

Mary Wilson, or Self.Denial 

Wood Carver} or S. Bamabas'Day 



THB££FENC£. 



In Packeti of is. Price Ss. 
UfeofDr.Allestree 
Nealo'a Hymns for Children. 
1st Series 
Ditto and Series 

Ditto Srd Series 

Hannah and Alice 
Phcebe, or the Hospital 
Selection from Ancient Church 

Hymns 
Hynns for Little Children 



Hymns for ClilMran of* the 

Cluilttb o< Bagiand 
Maurice Favell 
The Primroses 
London PirMe 
Midsummer Day 
Moral SOfig« 
Lessons for every Day in the 

Weel^ 



FOVBPENGS. 

FiasT SBaua.-~ln a Packet of 1S« price 4s. 



The Singers 

The Wake 

The Pancake Bell 

Beating the Bounds 

The Bonfire 

Hallowmas Eve 

A Sunday Walk and a BaadayTalk 



The Dmnkard'a Boy 
The Oottago in the Lano 
The BailnMd BOy 
Robert Lee 
Annie's Grave 
Mary Cooper 
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Sbcond Sbbu».->Iii a packet of U* price 4t. 



Legend of S. Dorothea 

Dream of S. Perpetua 

BleseofNlsibis 

Christian Heroism 

The UtUe Miners 

The Secret 

little WilUe, the Lame Boy 

Smith's Church Catechism 'llliis- 

tratcd 
The Schoolmaster ; a Tale of the 

Tliirty Years* War 
Laura T. 

Mjr Oodmotiier's Letter 
Worshipping: the Loao In the 

Beantf of Holiness. 



Uttie Bnth Gray 

Old OUver Dale 

Holystone, or the Two Peattents 



Try Again 

Miss Peck's Adventures 
A Day's Pleasure 
Flora and her Children 
EUen Meyrick 

Consolation, or Benefits of Inter- 
cessory Prayer 

The Christian's Conyerse 
Homeck's Lives of the Prlmittre 

Christians 
Ways of overcomingTemptation* 
Easy Lessons on the Church 

Services 
Easy Lessons for the Festivals 

and Fasts 
Sibyl Merchant 
Mangin's Catechism on the 

Church 



SZZPENOE. 

In a Packet of is. Price 6s. 



llie Island Choir 
The Mystery of Marking 
The Shepherds of Betiilehem 
Honor Delafont 
Bachel Ashbum 
Amy, the King's DaagMer 
Sister's Care. ByOie Antliorof 
" Michael the Chorister" 

The Christiaa Child's Book. Ft. L 
Ditto Part IL 

Hymns for Little Children 
The Garden in the Wilderness 
Harry and Archie. Part I. 
Ditto Part ft. 

DaUy Life of the Christian Child 
Last Sleep of the Christian ChUd 
Frederic Lambert; or, the Stiu 

dent of Leipsig 
The Ten Commandments in Terse 
The Penitent's Path 
Easy Tales *ir LUtle Children 
Lktle Stories for LItfle Children 
Gerhard's Meditations 
Harry and Walter . 



The Bond-diOd 



A Sunset Beverie 

Sonsetting; or. Old Age In its 

Olory 
The Precioos Stones of the King's 

House 
Stories on the Loan's Piaysr 
Stories on the Oommandments 
The Garden in the Wilderness 

Susan Spellman 

Betty Cornwell and her Gnad- 
children 



Roth Osborne 

Poems on Old Tsstsment Sub- 
jects. Parti. 

Young Qoldiers, bds. 

Progress of the Church since the 
Reformation 

vncbael the Chonster 

Edward Trueman 

Bird-keeping Boy 

The Friends 

Lucy Parker 

Olive Lester 

Village Story 



ALDBR8GATB «T., AN© NEW BOND ST. 
SIXPEHCE. (CONTINDBD.) 



3* 



liyes of Englishmen. Ist Series 
Ditto sntl Series 

Manaal for Confirmation 
I>evotion8 for Schoolboys 
Portions of the l^slros 
A Catechism of the Holy Days 
Mary Mansfield 



Path of Life 

Trebursaye School 

The Seven Corporal Works of 

Mercy, bds. 
The Seven Spiritual Works of 

Mercy, bds. 
Recollections of a Soldier's Widow 



EIGHTFENCE. 



Taylor's Death, Jadgrment, Hea^ 
ven, and Hell 

Plain Readingr Lessons from 
Scripture History 

Nelson's Guide to the Holy, Com- 
munion 



Kettlewell's Companion for fh« 

Penitent 
Moral Songs, paper cover 
Hymns on the Catechism 
Flnchley Manual— Needlework 



NIKEFENCE. 



lloral Songs, In Three Parts 
Ken's Practice of Divine Love 
Sanderson's Christian Content- 
ment 
Progress of the Chnrch since the 

Reformation, eluth 
New Year's Eve 



Homeck's Daily Exercises 
Life of Bishop Bull 
Life of Jones of Nayland 
Cousin Rachel. Four Parts 
Tower Builders 
Treasure Keeper 



TEKPENCE. 



Flnchley Manuals, Cooking 
Ditto, Gardening 
Ditto, Household Work 
Ditto, Domestic Fowls 

Mystery of Marking, cloth 



Neale's Hymns for the Sick, stiff 

cover 
Lives of Englishmen. Srd Series 
Portions of the Psalms, cloth 



ONE SHILLING. 



The Christian Child's Book, cloth 
Oresley's Treatise on the Church 
Hymns for Little Children, cloth 
Poems on Old Testament Sub- 
jects. Part I., cl. 
Hymns on Scripture Characters 
Moral Songs, doth 
Monro's Dark River, stiff cover 
Monro's Vast Army, ditto 
Monro's Combatants ditto 
Monro's Revellers, &c. ditto 
Monro's Harry and Archie, com- 
plete 



The Young Churchman's Manual 
Commentary on the Seven Peni- 

tentfal Psalms 
Bessie Gray, cloth 
Samuel t a Story for Choristers 
Tales of the Empire 
Neale's Hymns for Children, cl. 
Steps to the Altar 
Cosin's Private Devotions 
Self-Devotion 
Story of a Dream 
The Scholar's Nosegay 
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Sitter's Care, cloth 

Michael the Cboiiiter, cloth 

Mddr Kweanasb, &e. 

Doctrine of the CroM Ulattrated 

Lays of the Church 

Gentle Inflaence, or the Coueia's 

ViBil 
Meeting in the Witdernedi 
Stories on the Beatitudes 
Prisoners of Craigmacaire 
Treatise on the 84th Psalm bound 
Pearson's Rome Tales 
Fox's Noble Army of Martyrs 
Pafcet's S. Antholin*s 
Life of Bishop Andre wes 
Life of Dr. Hammond 
Life of Bishop Wilson 
Edward Trueman, cloth 
Birdlieepinic Boy, cloth 
A Drop in the Ocean 
Cinderellain Terse 
Hopwood's ChUd's Geography 
Johns* Easy Dietatiou Lessons 
Johns' Questions on the Peata- 

tench 
Devout Chorister, 
Catechism on the Incarnation. 
Liyes of Englishmen. 4th Series 
4 



Boo1( of Anec4oteB 

Shepherd of the Giant Mountain 

The Stream 

Follow Me 

Knight and the Enchafttere 

Caatie on the Roek 

Was it a Dream i and Ths New 

Churchyard 
Milman*s Way through the Desert 

(stiff «>Ter) 
Milman's Voices of Haryest 
Phlpps' Catechism on Scriptures 
Book of Church History 
Higher Claims 
Catechumen's Instmcter 
Little Annie and her Sisters 
Cliristmas Eve, and other Poems 
Amy, the King's Daughter 
Hymns on the Catechism 
The Conceited Pig i illustrated 
DecBsos, and the Bond rhilrt. 

Two Allegories. 
Kings of Fogland 
Charcoal Burners 
Flower's Classteal TMss 
Flower's Talcs isf Esith Md I^- 

vidence 



ONE SHILUNa AND SIZP^ENOE, 



The Child's New Lesson Book 
Christian's Chamber Companion 
Finchley Manual of Cooking. 

Best Edition 
Greeley's HoUdayTales, stUTcover 
Taylor's Life of Christ 
Russell's Laysof the Early Church 
Wes it a Dream ? and the <*iew 

Cburobyard 
Williams' Ancient Hymns lor 

Children 
Waheield's flire Headred Oba^ 

rades from History, &c« 
Robeit MsMhaU, &e., cloth 
Charlton's EngUsh Grammar 
Ivo and Veiena, livp eleth 
The Christian Serrattfttaught 
Toogood's Ellen Lotwidge 
Reformed VilUge 
The PbristlMi Smmet's ilook 



Pye's Ecclesiastical Historj 
Fouqu^'s Aslauga and her Kuisl^t 
Milman's Voices of Harvest, cl. 
Neale's Hymns for the Sick, <d. 
The Art of Contentment 
Popstar'Tales from the German 
Early Friendship 
The Swedish Sio^Mm 
The Charcoal Borntrs. cloth 
Parish Tracts. (& Tsles) doth 
little Annie and her listers 
Milman's Way .threqgh the Avert 
Margaret* mn Olden W^ 
Poole's Churches. 
Bc«ek of Poetry <* 

What we are to BeUeire 
Tales of the Beoj^re. 
Higher Claims 
PMet's JUoke 8h»r» 
Enthusiasm not Rdigion 
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Conversations on the Church Service, is. 3d. 
Tracts for the WofUng People, doth, is. 4d. 
Faget*4 Rich and Poor. 2 Parte, is. 4d. each. 
Neale*« Christian Heroism, is. 4d. 
Going Home, is. 4d. 



OKE SHILLZNa AND SiaHTPEKOXL 



Grfcsley's Clement Walton, stiff 

cover 
Greslef 's Siege of Lichfield, do. 
Gresley's Charles Lever, ditto 
History- of Spain, ditto 
Neaie's English History, limp CL 



Ne«le*s Church Tour, Part I. 
Ditto Part II. 

History of Portugal, limp cl. 
Heygate's Manual of Devotion, 
is. Qd. 



TWO BHiLLmas. 



Neale*s Followers of the Loan 
Adams' Cressingham 
Benn*s Lays oi Uie Hebrews 
Gresley's Forest of Arden, stiff 

cover 
Gresley's Church Clavering, do. 
Gresley's Holiday Tales, ditto 
Bishop Andrewes' Sermons 
Fox's Noble Army of Martyrs 
Fox's Rome, limp cl. 
Christisn Serviint's Bodk, bovnd 
Ken's Practice of Divine Love 
Stories of Youth and ChUdhood 
Ivo and Veiena 
Book of Poetry 
Historical Tales 
Book of FKble and Allegory 
Arden's Manual of Cotecheticid 

Instruction 
Keifte's BreningB Kt SadkviOe 

College 
Neaie's Christian Rerolism 
Gresley's Henri de Clermont 
Churton's Lays of Adth and 

Loyaltr 
The Mango* of the Holy Night 
Beiant's Geographical Questions 
Arnold's History of IMIand 



Neaie's Christian Endnrsnee 
Neaie's Stories Anom Heatlwn 

Mythology 
Neaie's Deeds of Faitli 
Neaie's ftreeoe, limp doth 
Neaie's Followers of the Loao 
Flower's Tales of Faith and Pro. 

vidence 
Flower's Classical Tales 
Hymns for Public & Private Use 
Sen's Preparalives for Death 
Smith's Devout Chorister, cloth 
Domestic Tales for Youth 
Andersen's Tales for the Young 
Gulliver's Travels 
Enthoslasm not Religion 
Mary and Mildred 
Scenes in the Lives of Christian 

ChUdren 
Conversations with Consin Ra- 
chel. Vol. I. 
Ditto, Vol. IL 

SunUghtin the Clouds 
8tori«s of Holy Men and Women 
Wakefield's Mental Exercises 
TOogood*fc BUen Lutwidge, doth 
Sacred History. Old Test. 
Ditto N«wTest« 
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TWO 8HILLZN08 AND SIXPfiNOE. 



Short Hlctory of mum Deacon* 

in the Cbarch 
MlUard'i lliftorical Notices of 

Choristers 
Monro's Dark River 
Monro's Vast Army 
Monro's Combatants 
Monro's Revellers, &c. 
Paget's Tales of Village Chlldrea 

Vol 1. Ditto, Vol. II. 
Guardian Angels 
Heygrate's Godfrey Davenant 
Ileyj^ate's Godfrey Davenant at 

Coliefe 
Dunster's Stories from Frolssart 
Monro's Stories of Cottagers 
The Child's New Lesson Book, col. 
The ChUd's Book of Ballads 
Hymns and Scenes of Childhood 
Margaret } an olden Tale 
Parish Tracts, cloth 
Poole's Sir Raool de Broc 
Baron's Little Daoffhter and 

other Tales 
The Exiled Soal 
Tate's Champion of the Cross 
The Hope of the Katzekopfs 
Mirror of Young Christians 
History of the French Revolution 
Tales of Female Heroism 
Facet's Luke Sharp 
Hopwood's Geography 
Loraine's Lays of Israel 
Theodore, his Brother and Sisters 

Churchman's Companion. 



Pietas Mctrica 

Neale's Mhrror of Fidtb 

The Island of Liberty 

Oresiey's Colton Orten 

History of Portugal 

Poynings j a Tale of the Rerolii. 

tion 
Neale's English Hlstdry for ChU. 

dfen 
Neale's Mediwral Hymns 
Johns* History of Spain 
Festivals and Fasts for the Yooog 
Lives of Englishmen, Vol. I. 
Ditto Vol. II. 

Poole'sChurches, their strnctnre, 

&c. (cloth) 
Lord of the Forest, bds. 
Vidal's Esther Merle 
Utde Alice 

Consecration and Desecratkm 
Snowball and other Tales 
Life of Nicholas Ferrar 
Life of James Bonneli 
Life of S. Boniface 
Lester's Guardian Angels 
Langley School 

Landmarks of History (Ancient) 
Enthusiasm not Religion 
Goodrich's Claudia 
Tales of Adventures by Sea and 

Land 
Rainy Mornings with Aunt Mabel 
Kerapis' Soliloquy of the Soul 
Neale's Egyptian Wanderers 

Vols. 1. and U. 2s. 9d. each. 



THREE SHILLINGS. 



Flower's Reading Lessons for 

Schools 
Gresley's Frank's Trip to the 

Continent, stiff cover 
Johns' Collects and Catechising 
Moberly'sStorlesfrom Herodotus 
Fox's History of Rome 
Kings of England 
Landmarks of History (Middle 

Ages ) 
Beauties of German Literature 
Life of Dr. Johnson 
Popular Natural History 



Time of the End 

Paget's Milford Malvoisln 

Holy Men of Old 

Tales for my Godson 

Smith's Devout Chorister, cal/* 

or roan tuck 
Neale's Greece 

Tute's Holy Times and Scenes 
Fragments of History 
Robinson Crusoe 
Flower's Lucy Ashcroft 
Neale's Unseen World 
Companion to Sunday Senrices . 



THBEE WqSLLQ^ 4W> SXXP^GE. 



Adams' Ftdl of Croesus 
Oresley's Charles Lever 
Oresley'sgietMiit'WftMoli : 
The Xoheritaace of Evil 
Tbe Lord of the Forest aikd hi* 

Vassals 
TfigfisVt, Christi^'^ pnx 
ThvBfrthitay 
Hcgrgiit^'s WUliam Blake, 
Christian Oentlelnan*s Daily Walk 

jfifckson's'Stoi^es, vol. ill. ' 
Neale's Stories of tbe Crasades 



Songs of Christian Chivalry 
The Wreath of LiUes 
Cupt^re Vbd^nr - ; ^ 
Lvra Apostouca 

l^elec^ Plays firom l^htfkspeM^'' ^ I 
Songs and Hymns forth^ Nu/sery 
Tbe DMne Master 
Five Tales of Old Time ' r 

Beon's Solitary I or, a Lay from 
■ the West. •• •'^ 

CecOrDean ^ . . , , ^..^, , - 
S6riptu/e Htetory'for HieYotthg- 
Memoir of Rev. S. J^ R^Hughes 



.H 



The Chorcbman's Companion. Vote. Ill . to XI V. 

ro0xt sHZLUKas. 



Gresley's Siege of Lichflelf 
Oresley's Forest of Arden 
Toogood's Suiiidtf tAfc'i ^' 
Echoes of Old Cornwall 
(|f^)B^'^/;;^|ur(^jCUverio|r 

The Baron's Little Daughter and 

other Tales 
Neale's Ducbeolflr; or, th« R»< 

volt of liar Mead^ 
Poole's History of Bni^and 
VoLI. 
DIttb VoL II. 

Scenes and Characters 



Church Poetry * , , 

Jackson's Stories and CoCechf. 
. sings, ytd.i. 
Don Quixote. 



AND. BIXPBKOE." ^ 

Hicks' JUecborea on ibs ^Incar. 



Giesley'a Frank's Trk9 to tt^ 

Contuieiit rv 

GrQiiriey'»K^nistonHaU .. \ - 

Grostey'sBcniardLealia , k 

The Maidea Aunt « 
Days and Seaooos 
Pcntry« Past and Present. 



VIVE saiLUKas. 



Tha Altar» or Medltattons in 
Verse. BytbeAttkboxof "The 
Cathedral" 
Jenkins' Cotemporary Annate of 
. Ihe'Klngs ot luafsl^^cc* 
Paget's Sursnm Corda 
Teate^ Llff»)ttriXi«Usb Divines 
Paget's Warden of Bflrkia«holt 
Tales of a London. Pwish 
Henrietta's Wtoh. r • 
Milman's Love df the Atonement 
Alice Beresford .: ... ^. . . . .. 

Lyra Sanctorom 



Memoir of Bev. B.A. Sucklings 
Bonbnry's Svenings in the. P]u 

renees 
ii^glisb Churcbwomon ol.tlM 

I7tb Century , 

Tbe Chorcb in the Cloisterri c^ 

-Monks and Monasteries / 
Our Dqrtor. and ott^er Tales r . 
Jaohson's Stofies and Catochi^ 

sings, vol, li. . 
S.,Alban's$ or» the Priaoners ^ 

. iHope.-. .. :i ;.:. 



NEW TRACTS, ETC. 



SOUTH CHURGH UNION LBGTURBS* 

LeetwfM on TractarianUnn. Bjr ttm Rev. Hoiry NewlandL II»A^ 
Km. I mm! 9, 4d. each j No. a* M. j l^eface and Appendix, 3d. ) or 
bound tog;ether in doCh, U. 9d. 

The Bible, and the Bible odIf, the Rettgion of Protestants. By Che 
Eev. J. M. N'eale, M Jk. 4d. 

The Increase of Romaniam in SngUmd* 9jr the Rer. fi. K^wland. Sd. 

POPUMiR TRACTS, lUiutnttiD; tho Pmj er Book of the^ 
C3iiirch of ttigland* 

Already ptiUished : 
1 The Bairtismal Scrvleev. Xtmmmum^ sd« 
9 The Dress of the Clergy, with an Illnstration. New Edition. 9d. 
S The Burial Service. With an. Aopendis^ on Modem Barials, If onu* 
ments,and Epitaphs; cmitainMg"Se«en Desl^pis for Headstones, 
and an Alphabet for Inscriptions. Ikl. 

4 The Ordination Servlbes. 4d. 

LONDON PAROCHIAL TRACTS. 

1 Conversion, in Two Parts. 9d., or I4s. per KM). 

5 Be One Again. An Earnest Entreaty f^om a aergytmUB Uf tdt 

People to Unite in Poblic Worship. Id., or 7s. per 100. 

8 Tlie Cbofch • Vsnily r mt m Letter from a CleisgysMii fa>4he Pa- 
rishioners apon their Bleisings and Duties as UeaOm of the 
Htoosehold of OoiK I ^., or 1 oa. ad> per 100. 

4 Advice to Christian Parents, id., or 7s. per 100. 

'»' the PMvUege of Datty Servlee. id., or 7s. per »»^ 

The Church Servldc «ad Chorch Music, id., or 7s. pes 10ft. 

7 A Few Wbnds to Clkorlstwa. ^., or Sa- (M» pen lOO, 

8 The Myeieiy of GodUnass* id., or 7s* per lOO. 

A Few more Werds to Choristers. 4<1** or 8s. fld. per tot;. 

10 The Worship of the Body I betaig a Pew Plain Wordaaiioatm noils 

DtN^. Id., OS 7s, per too. 

11 The Use of Confiirmation. 8d., or 14s. per 100. 
18 On Alm^ving. jd** or 8s. 0d. per 100. 

18 The Way to becomo Ridh. J4.»or3s.:ld. pot* lOO. 

1 4 A Popular View of Anglo-Catholicism and An^lo-Catholics. Id. 

15 On the Reverence we ought to show in ^e House of GoUm i<k 

16 ' On Uttcfaaatitf before Maivlage. td» or 7«. pev lOOi 

17 Amy, the Factory Girt. |d.. or 8s. 0d. per 100. 
t» ' Off AHnsdeede. Id., er8s.M. perioo. 

1 9 How to Spend the Lo an's Day Profitably. ^,, or 8S^ M. ptr 100. 
DF CbBdMons of Prayer, ^d., or 8s. 0d. per lOO. 

SI A Ftew Words to the Fureau of Nartenal SdioDl ChUdren. ^ 

89 The Miseiy of Sin. By the Rev. R. G. Beodle. Id. 

S8 Hie Danger of Sin. fl^th^ same Author. l|d.- 

84 The Object of this Ufe. ^ the same Author. ld» 

is Ote Pkistfng. By the Rev. PHedertsfe Poyndta-. 8di 

80 Thoughts on Turning to tbe East at the Creed, id* 



AumMUffST ST^ JM» smw BMTtD flir. 46 

FOUR-PAGE TRA)GTS» itikttd also for Tract Covetli. 

1 Scripture Rolei for Hdy LiTiug— 2 fiaptUm imd Regflttratian^ 
S Gewgv Herbert— 4.Dr«eaiuIand— 5 Songs for La1x>urer8— Flkiu Di- 
recltoDafar Fr»yer, with a. few Forms— 7 Reasons for Daily Service— 
8 'Basteir Songs— g Tlie Good Shepherd— 10 Morning and EVtininig 
UnuM— II A Few Reasons for Keeping the Fasts and Festivals— 
11 the Chorch Calendar. 8S. in Packets of ^. 

PARISH TKACfrS; In 1 Vol., price 2b. 6d. clolh, ot Itt 

separate parts. 
I WanderinrWUUe. the i^Bior. Sd. 
9 Dennot, the Unhaptized. sd. 
s Old Robert Qn^. 3d. 

4 The Ministration of PabUc Baptism of Infanta to be used in tht 
Church. 4d. 

6 Short and Simple FkMrmaof Family Prayer. Sd. 

Short iDStmctions and DeTotions for the Sick. 9d. 

7 A Word of Cowwel to the PaivatB of ChUdrenattendmg Parochial 

Schools. Id. 

8 UtUe Betsy. A ViUage Memoir. 8d. . 

9 Mabel Brand. A Tale of the Burial Service. Sd. 

10 A Plain Sermon respecting Godfathers and Godmetberst 14. 

Complete in 1 vol. cloth, Sb, 6d. Noi. 1, s^ s, 8, and 9i bound toge*- 
t)iw,lin«elotb,la.«d. 

TRACTS ON CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE AND 
PRACTICE. 

1 The Church of Christ, id., or 7s. per 100. 
8 O&FaatiBff. 14., or 7a. per 100. 

8 A Word to Parents. 8d. 

4 The Church Visible and Invisible, id. 
A My Parishioner Cautioned. 8d. 

6 The Presence of Go If. 8d. 

7 Bishop Jolly's Address on SapCiam. Od. 
» BMatabie and Oommnnicafteb sd. 

9 The Story of Old Ambrose, sd. 

10 A Catechism on the ChttfOi. ^if. 

11 A Few Words on Public Worship, l^d, 

18 Plain Prayers, with Directions how to Pray. Atf., 3a. 0d. per 100. 

i» THeCreedaoftlieChmteb. sd. ' « > i- 

14 Evangelical Truth and Apostolical Order. A DialoffUe. Sd. 

16 The Christian State. Sd. * 

16 Robert Langley and Thomas Mott. sd. 

17 Seriptvive INalogaea.— 'No. i, Consdenee. id., or 7a. per lOO. 

18 Anglo-Catholic Piety— George Herbert. Id., or 7s. per 100. 

19 Regeneration and Conversion. Sd. 

SO On Keeping the Church Festivida. id., or 7s. per lOo. 

M BaptlMftal Regeneratioo, a Doctrine of the Church of Bnglan<L 

and its Practical Effects conaMered. 8d., or sis. per loo. 
S^ OntheHokf Scriptorea, ^d. 



98 .ffto'Di*]r«WIBaietW0f Mrtkii^ Ma 

U Tlw Provldtnce of Ooa. i4. 

S5 The Death of the Rlgbteotu. 2d., or U«. per 100. 

SO 2eal for the House or Qoo. 4d. 

37 Plain Remarkii on Baptftm and the Rci^tralion Act, 1^. 
or/s. per 100. 

id Seasons for befng a Churchman. Id., or 7>>perlOO. (OrtAr 
same on a sheet.) 

90 Prayers for Schools, id. 

90 Xibertr. «f Conscieuce;, or, n. 9iakKn«: •*f«fc'€9l«sa»<«a4^ 
Mcetlri^. 3d. ^^ ' 

81 On Holy Tbarsday, or Ascension Day. id. 

89 Prayers from the Utargy, Irtrarigieit foTPrtf ate or Phinilr Vmj 4& 

88 The Onilt and Danger of Sin. 9d. 

84 Instmcdons in Confirmation. By RohertNetoon, Bm|. id. '- 

M- Th»TW<»€arpeiiier s . Id. . • > 

80 The Bliss of Heaven, id. 

87 Man FearfoUyMdWoiKlerftiUr Made. td. ' ^- 

88 TheLifeof8.J«Ms. 9d. 

i» 1UMMi>dsasalBStJoliiinraD{iseiillnr09iiftrac«tio&« ^ -• 

40 The Honoor of the Sanctuary, l^d. 

4i The Villace Feast. ld<« ' ^ 

49 On Absolation. 9d. 

48 Cbvefa- Matters. 9d. 

4« A Wurtf in Somoa (o» the «in of InteMpetanoe). id. 

45 The Gospel Invitation. (For the Additional CnrateT F^ttA'> M*' 

40 An Address to the ParenU of the ChUdren at a Parish SchooL id. 

47 Obedience to Aslritual OoTecnors. JUL ^ , > - , n 

4« TheHoosetifOtfnrfd. . • '* -..4 1 

'49 The Danger of Dissent, fd. 

60 Inliuit Baptism, or JohdJackson^'s ChMstenlnsr. 9d. 

61 The History of S. Peter* 9d. • ' /" I 
69 Confirmation % iu Authority and Booefits plainly stated. wU > z 

63 The Daily Serrice. 9d. 

64 Life of the Ber. John Qf^. fd* i. 

66 On Frequent Communion. 94^ ? 
60 The Gospel after the Pentecostal Pattern. 9d, *i 

67 The Commission of the €hrifti«Q Biest. 14. 

68 On Daily Public Worship; an Address tp a ViUace Oaugnh 

gation. l^d. r i. 

69 The Order for Public Prayer JPei/y, not WeeUy. Ud. 

00 A Catechism on the Chnreh. 9d. 

01 The Lmt Fhwt. id. 

tfl The Bible Society Contrary to the BiMe and HostUe t0 th»- 

Churoh. sd. 

08 The Nature and Benefits of Holy Baptism, 0d» . . . .<w • , 

04 The Unbaptized Sceptie* lid. 

06 Devotions for the Moraing and Evening of each Day ^tbe 

Week. 0d. 

00 Modem'Methodism. A Dialogue. 8d. 

07 Modem Methodism. A Dialogue. PartU. 9d. 

00. A Country Curate'e, Protest against Methodist iaterteeiMfw 9«W 

Q) Dialogues on poQflrmatiQn. 4d« 

Vols. I., II., III., IV., and V. are no^poftlMled, 8i. M. tHlA/tfotiki 
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TBJlOTH for the working PEOPLR. By 8o8- 

TBXNB*. 

1 Thbagrhti-vn ttt^Ute Revoltition in FraDce— < Cotttnunism and 
Cluurtiflm— 8 The Special ConstHble andtbe Chartist-^ Six New Points 
for the Charter— 6 On the Origin of Property— 6 Employment of the 
People— 7 The Destiny of Nations— 8 The Red Repablicans. 

The above may be had strongrly bound in doth, suited to Lending^ 
libraries in Manafactoring Districts, le. 4d. 

THE SCOTTISH CHURCH TRACTS. 

1 Constitution of the Christian Church. By Bishop Joj^lt. ad. 

• t BloChftd Babits inconsistent with Devotion, by Rev. W. Law. l^d. 

8 Christian llumili^. By the Rev. W. Law. Ud. 

4 The Treasure of me Holy Scriptures. By Alex. Kkox, Esq. 1^. 

6 Christian Unity. By Bishop Sbaburt. id. 
'€ The Cross of Christ, id. 

7 Wherefore should we Venerate the Church f id. 

8 The Year of the Church, id. 

9 Baptismal Regeneration, id. 

10 The Season of Lent. id. 

11 The Claims ofthe Holy Week. id. 
IS The Feast of Raster, id. 

IS The Day of Pentecost. By Bishop Bbvbridob. Id. 

14 The Sinftalness of Divisions among Christians. Id. 

15 The Pastor's Counsels, l^d. 

1 The Moral Training of the Church. 1 d. 

17 The Family in Heaven and Barth. id. 

18 Man Saved by Mercy. Id. 

10 Thoughts on the Imitation of Christ. By Bishop Beveridge. Id. 

90 On Hearing the Word. By Bishop Scab urt. Id. 

•1 The Old Paths. By Bishop Hobart. id. 

SS Holy Baptism. A Homily for the TiaseB. id. 

SS The Way of Living in a Method and by Rule. id. 

S4 Life of S. Cyprian. Id. 

35 Popular Objections to the Church, ijd. 

26 Treatise on the Lord's Prayer. By S. Cyprlfem. Sd. 

87 Natureand Government ofthe Churdi. ad. 

S8 The Servloe of Gon. 8d. 

THE POOR CHURCHMAN'S FRIEND: a Series of 
Itectsibr the Instruction of the Poor Man in Church matters. 

1 Churchmen tiie FoUowers of ao Man. id. 

fl Why Churchmen are called Tractarians. l^d. 

a Churchmen no Romanizers. 1^. 

4 The Voting Down High Churehraanship set at its real value. 1^. 

5 Neglected Church Laws not Obsolete, id. 
Grievances of the Churdi. l^d. 

These Tracts are intended to meet a want peculiarly felt in these 
times, namely, of some popular method of iwpartaug informatloii to 
the humUer classes on matters relating tfl the present drcumstanoes 
of the Church. Bound together, 9d* 



TAAGTO FOE TBtE MIDDIbE CIA9SBS. PttUHdM 

under th« sttperintendence of the Soath Charch Union. 

1 WhyaHwiinarootMarrylitsDMMsedWIft^aiitar. Id. 

5 On the Appointment of Bkdioiw. ^ 

3 On Edncatlon. Id. 

4 Catholic or Protcftant? ^d. 

6 The Kingdom of CaaitT. id. 

6 ReUgrioasLibertr, whatisit? Id. 

7 Thej meant what they taid, and they did it. Id. 

COTTAGE TRACTS. 

I Faith andtbe Sacraments— 4 Infant Baptism— 8 Holy Commm»io^|. 
Fitness and anfitness— 4 Holy Communion neoeasary to Salvation^- 
9 The Incarnation. Holy Commanion-4 Uatf-Baptisqir- 7 Ooofir- 
mation. 

Noe. 1, 9. 8, 4, and 7> id. each) or 35 for is. dd. No. i» Sd.» qr «5 
for 8s. No. 0, id. } or 95 for 90. 

TRACTS ON CHURCH PRINCIPLE^. 

1 On the Present Grievous loM ofChrl^an tTnlty. id. 

5 On tbe Submission Due to Lawful Authority. Id. 

8 The Apostolic Suocession. 1^. 

4 The ApostoUo Sueoesslon : An Anecdote, showinflr that an Pelsofis 

hold the doctrine though they may say they do not 1^^ 

5 What Place of Worship fa it my Duty to Attend > l|d. 

6 On thc^right of calling public assemblies for Divine Worship. Id. 

7 On the nature of a Sacrament. 1 ^d. 

THE WAKEFIELD TRACTS. Familkr CoawesBLtkom <m 
the Doctrines and Practice of fheChureh. First Series, 34 Tsacti^ 
l2mo. doth, ss. fid. Sepond Series, continued, 16 Traeto, la. sd* 

SIMPLE TRACTS ON GRfiAT TRUTH(S. By Cfcrgy- 
xnen of the Church of England. 1 d. each, or 7*- P«r 100. 
1 Are you a Slave ? . . 

S What were you made for ? 
3. Jasos, the Wornhtp of Chriitiavs. 

TRACTS FOR PAROCHIAL DISTRIBUTION. By tbe 
late Rev. E. J. R. Hugbea, Curate of Lytfae, «uii4'Raiiotoli Holme. 

Holy Baptism. 

On tbe neeesfity of fraqiovnting the. Holy ConwwmiojQ, 

What I would do were I a Sponsor. 

How to spend the Lord's Day profitably. . 

What ought I to do in order to receive the full beneftta of public 

worsnip? 
Why I do tt^t go tb inetingr. 

Friee 9d. the set, or Us. per Xpfi. 



OOMTtBMATlOIX. 

Confirmation Catechetically Explained. By the Rev. W. Blunt, 

late IHettinbent of S. Mary % Crown Sbneet. sd., or sia. per 100. 
The Seal of the Lovf. A Catecbiam on Confirmation. By the Blf^op 

of Brkchin. l^d., or lOs. fld. per 100. 
• Questione and Answen on Confirmation, fle. per 100. 
Confirmation considered Doctrinally and Practically in 1 

Price 10. 

Instructions about Confirmation. ld.» or 78. per IQO. 
The Use of Confirmation. By the Rev. W. Orbslbt. 3d. 
Meditations on Confirmation. By the Rev. R. Milman, Ykwr ^f 

Lambome. Snd edit., 3d. 
A Plain Tract on Confirmation, with Prayers. 3d., or 14s. per 100. 
Questions proposed to Candidates for CouflrmatioD. 8d. 
A Mannal for Christians Unconftrmetf. 8d., or l4s. per 100. 
A Manual for Unbaptized Cldldren. sd. or us. per lOO. 
A Manual for Unbaptized Adults. 3d. or 14s. per l«0. 
Plain Remarks upon Baptism and Spiritual Regeneration. 9d. 
The Christian Knight. An Address on Confirmation. By the Rer. 

J.E.MiUard. id. 
Catechetical Exercise on the Confirmation Service. By the Rev. G. J. 

Davlea. <d. 

SHORT DEVOTIONS FOR THE SEASONS. Compiled 
. lor Parodiial ]>istrihBti(m, by F. H. M. 
Devotions for the Season of Advent and Christmas. 7i. per 100, 
Devotions for Lent. Ss. dd. per lOO. 
Devotions for Holy Week. Ss. 6d. per 100. 
Devotions for the Season of Easter. 7s. perioo. 
Devotions for the Ascension, Whitsuntide, and the Festival of tine 
Holy Trinity. Each Ss; fid. perioo. 

8INOI.E 8EBM0N8, PAMPHLETS, &e. 

Advance of Tractarianlgm. Four Letters, reprinted, by t^ 

quest, trom ArU't Birmingham Oazette. ad, 
AnareweBt Bp.— The Duty of a Kation nnd Its Members In time of 

War. A Sermon preaehed hefor<e Queen Elizabeth, by IHilmi 

Andrewes. 6d. 
Beftofort imd lfeid6.~Proposed Kew Chtooh In Liverpool tor 

Daily Prayers, Weekly Communiousrand' Offertory. Two Sermons 

pveaohedin », Martin's, ^vefpool, by the Rev. D. A. Be«a«ss);, 

M.A.. and the Rev. J. M. Neale, M.A. is. 
^lunt.— Ecclesiastical Restoration aud Reform. No. 1. Suegestiqqa 

on Church Rsttes, Farikh Offloers, ftc. No. 3. The Education Qotii.> 

tion PractlcaUy Considered. By the Rev. W. Blunt, M.A. is. 

each. 
']^imt.— Use and Abuse of Church Bells, fid. 
Breohin, Bp.— Plea for Sisterhoods, by the Bp. of Brechin. SmL 
Ghamberlaui.— TteOlosiaaofCHBwraBdHisCfaiiNh. AMttmM. 

By the Rev. T. Chamberlain, fid, 
Ckynitenay.— The Presence of Cbrist with His ministry, and ip 
. II•tyF•B0l•.l^M>ienM«s.^<te«0V}tlMHolkC.L.OowtolM^ 



80 woftKt nmLimtMD are /» 

DeniaozL'The Chnndk and fldwol. TWtt Sennoiw, by tii« Vm. 

Archdemcoo Denison. is. 

PeniflOiL-^nie Real Prctenoc. Ko. I* A iennoD. U. tf4. 

'BenifloxL— The Real Presence. No. II. A Sennoii. 2s. 0d. 

Denison.— The Real Pnsenoc No. UL ArtideZXIX. A8cnm». 
" > la. 



Denison.— PrhpaiT Charge to the Omgy^ tfc»t at the Archdeaconry 
of Tauotop| ^Mj, 1853. By Q. A. Denison, Archdeacon, is. 0d. 

'Ddnison.— Why shonld the Bishops conttarae to sit in the House of 

Lords? Js. 
Denison.— The Poaltion and Prospects of the National Society for 
the Edocatlon of the Poor in the Principles of the Bstabliahed 
Chnrch. .A liStter to the Rev. Canon Wordsworth* and to the 
Bclioolroastera of the Cbnrcb of England. With Appendix upon 
the Prepsratton and Szamination ol Candidates ftnr Holy Orders. 
Price IS. 

Dooumants xielstiBg to the Jerusalem Bishopgrleik. Price is. 

XSdmonstone.— Letter to the Lord Bishop of Glasgow and Galloway 
on Chnreh Matters* by Sir A. Edmonstone, Bart. is. 

Flower.— Stand Fast in the Faith. A Sermoo, by the Rer. W. B. 
Flower. 0d. 

Tlower.— The Glories of the Church of Caaiar. A Sermon, dd. 

Flower. — The Works of the Lokd are Great. A Sermon. Od. 

Flower.— The Work we have to do. A Farewell Sermon preached 
at Christ Church, Plymoath. is. 

Flower^^-Obana Serrloe : a SennoB, pi cached at the QoBsecratkm 
of S. John's, Bovey Tracey. 0d. 

Flower.— Rerirsl of Old Chnrch of England Principles no New 
Faith, by the Rer. W. B. Flower, B.A. dd. 

'FxOwer.^Plea for Musical Services, dd* 

Flower.— What shall be Done to Regain tks Lest i a Plea for the 
Poor. 4d., by post 0d. 

Flower.->Non.Kpiaoopal Orders. A Letter to the Rer. W. Goode. 
ss. 0d. 

Flower.— On the Church and Sacraments. A Letter to Rer. R. W. 
Needham. dd. 

Forbes.— Loose him and let him gO} or, the Benefit of Absolution. 
A Sermon. By the Rev. O. H. Forbes, B.A. dd. 

Forbes.— The Way of Socrows. A Sermon, dd. 
Forbes.— "Jesos Wept." A Sermon. 0d. 

Ford.r-Ho]y Communion at a Visitation. A SemMW, by ttis Rev. 
James Ford. dd. 
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V&'iSUft,'^*TWi Okaftlb t&% BotOi €fi 1St(AMthooa, A CliibBMrtttili. 
Bf Hit Iter. c. Fowled. 6d. 

ncaaeTf—The Constitational Natare of the Convocations of th9 
Church of England. With an Appeiidiat. B7 the Rev. W. Fraser, 
B.C.L., of Worcester Coll. is. 

Ctoodwin.— The Duty of OiTering to Goo. A Sermon preached at 
the Re-openingr oJT Little Hallingbary Church, BUhop*8 Stortford. 
By the Rev. H. Goodwin. 6d. 

Qrealey.— The Real Danger of the Charch of Sngland. Qd. 
a^teiaey.-«*-BoM>nd Stattaaent of the Real Danger of the Cfatirch. l«. 
OrMlajk— Itdrd Statement of the Real Danger of the Churoh. is. 

The above three pamphlets in one vol., 88. 6d. 
OreiileT^.— Word of Remonstrance with the evangelicals . Ad. 

Oreder.— Second Word of Remoustnuioe with the Evttgelteals. 
Pricedd, 

<|<r«id0Sr.-*^Iietter to the Dean of Bristol on Tlrociaxiaiiitm. is. 

Gkff9Sl6y.— Some Account of the Church. A Sermon, preached in 
U, Patd^, Brighton, Jabuary 8, 1854. 

Qrealear*— Stand Fast and Hope : a Letter, is. 

Qresley. — Sermon on Church Music, is. 

(j^radber.—Holy Baptism: a Complete Statement of the Church's 
Doctrine. By the Rev. C. S. Grueber, M.A. Is. 6d. 

Oroeber.— Plain Discourse on the One Faith, is. 

XBSl«.-^Rttnal Bewttf no mark of Romania^. A Letttir to the Re^. 
J. Rogers, M.A., (of Penrose, Porthleven, Cwnwall,) Canon 
Resideutiary of Bxeter. By the Rev. John Ingle* M.A. 6d. 

JVntm.'^A Letter to kts Parishioners on the Royal tSupremacy. and 
the Relations of Church and State, post and present. By Theo- 
vUlos Jones, M.A. Part U. 8d. 

ICeble.— The Strength of Christ's Little Ones. A Sermon by the 
Rev. J. Rehle, M.A. 6d. 

Mi lL— H uman Policy and BtvSne lYuth. A Bertnon, before the Uni. 
•enity. ib«M» 

Morris.— OoD wonderful in His Holy Places. A Sermon. By tb9 
R^. t. S. If orris, M.A. sd. 

{EfeBl«.-OooteBfton Md AhsolatloD. A Ijeetore written for Mivery 
in the Town Hall, Birmingham. Second edition 8d. 

Utele.— OiiPrivirt»Devotlimbi€hitfclM*. M. 

9r«ile«— Statement ef Proceedings by the Lord Bishop of ChU 
Chester against the Warden of SackvUle College, East Grinsted. 
PlioeOd. 
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8KAX.L PAMPHLETS, XTTO. 

A Ptow Hymn for Cblldren, pointed for CbanUoy . By tbe ReT. W. J. 
Jenkins, M^. id., or /■. per 100. 

A Few Wonto of Rope on the Present CiMs of Ae ttai^Mi Ctacveb, 
By tlie Ret. J. M . Neitle. Sd., hy post 4d. 

A Few Words to some of the Women of the Chorch of Ood in Eng:I]uid. 
By Lydia, Mother Superior of the Sisters of Mercy of Devonport 

Add Piynfouth. 8d., by post 6d. 

A Few Words "to tbe Girls we leave behind os." Aa Address to 
Soldiers* Wives, id., or 7s. per 100. 



An BMCttCMtering, from sSinfnl Servant in CHRisr^Okniidi. Cw> 
prisinflr Hyntns for PiUm Simdair, Passion WeelE» te« ad. 

A thrlstlan itemeubf«noer. id., or 7s. per IM. 

AsMBilonSaydayfmremeiiilMV? As, fid. per lOt. 

A Litany for Children, id. 

diriaban Felld^nlhip. td. 

OMtholie Reasona for rijeoting the Modem PfefeembMis and Sdctiinea 
of the Church of Rome. By tha Rev. Cecil Wray. Sd. 

Church Burial Service for Dissentersr A Few Plain Words ftom a Cler. 
gryman to his Parishioners on the Use of the. By the Rev. Q. 
«adan. id. 

•Comminatton Seirviee^ An Bxplanatioa of the, and of the Fsalass wtiicli 
ace sometimes called tbe Cursins: Psalms. Bjr tlie Rev. F. U, 
Dunweil, B.A. Id., cur 16 for is. 

QeUestifOns flt tlie Offivtory. A ^tteron the Propriety and^NeeessHy OC 
By the Bishop of Sydney* 4d« 

l>ae and Lowly Reverence to be done by all at the mention of the Holy 
Name of Jks irs in time of Divine Service. 1 d. 

nevottooal Use of th« Ghneeh Service, an Address- teOoa«reg«tiona 
o^thaChuMhoAthe^ is. fid. psK i«(K 

Daily Prayer, Plea for Increased Attendance at. By a Member of tli« 
Diocese of Dorham. i8mo. 3d., morocco te,'6a« 

DownvMhttoVnettftaDB. Ul« 

Few Plain Reasons for Remaining in the English Church, id. 

Frequent CommaniOD,Banie0t Address on.- H, 
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/Faith «nd Wovks; or, the Te^fMag of the BiUe Uie Te^cfaine.of tbe 
Cliaroh* A Dialogue. Edited by the Rev.W.B. Barter, M.A. 4d. 

Oaide for the Penitent. Reprinted from the " Golden Grove." 4d. 

Increase of Romanism in England. By the Her. H. Newland. Sd. 

Infknt Baptism ; a Letter to the Anabaptists of Emsworth* By the 
Rev. H. Newland, M.A. id. 

Jesuitism in the Church. A Brief Address to Churchmen, pointing oat 
the true quarter in which, If anywhere, we are now tolobkfbr it. Id. 

ijeamtoPie. ^d., or ss. dd. perlOO. 

Lent, Directions for Keeping aright. Ss. 6d. per 100. 

Litac$alem. ByaPUgrim. 3d. 

One Mind and One Mouth : a Tract for English Churchmen. 3d. 

Poems for Young and Loving Hearts. By the Rev* Edmund Worl- 
ledgc, M.A. 4d. Printed to form Twelve separate Rewards for 
Sunday School GMldren. 

Protestant Peculiarities elicited by Papal Pretensions, ijd. 

Prayers, Famfiy aM Private, selected chiefly Itom the Works of Eiiglish 
Divines. 3d. 

Prayers for both Morning and Night throughout the Year, for the do- 
Mt« Dd. 

Right of Private Judgment, a Few Plain Observations on the. 6d. 

Reasons for Partaking of the Sacrament of the Body and Blood of 
Christ, and Reasons for Not Partaking. ^3s. 6d. per 100. 

Remarks on «' National Christianity an Article of the Christian Faith.*' 
A Sermon by the Rev. C. Words worth. Warden of Trinity CqUef^, 
GlenaJ^nond. .Reprinted from the Jlfomln^ ^Aromo/e. 2d. 

Restoration of the Jews to the Promised Land, A Few Words on the, 
and on the MiUf^tim. Bf thp Rey. W. B. Barter, id. 

Sisters of y ercy An tha Chuych ot Kn .; ;T aii ^ , ^ 

Sacramental Remembrancep ; preparatory an4 persuasive to Holy 
Con^nui^pn. .,i4t 

Scottish CoiwnniiioaOflioe, A Letter on the. 4d. 

The "Law of the Anglican Qmrch fth^ Law .of t^te M^0« . ^. . 



Teacblor of the Meetltir-Honw, «iu! the Teaehinr of the Chvrdh. A 
Dialogue. Bj the Aothor of '* Fldth and Wotts." Edited bj the 
B«T. W. B. Barter. 4d. 

Things to be remembered. A. packet of 12. U. 

Theory of Development, Briefly Ck>nsidered. By the Rev. W. Oretley. 
flriceSd. 

Tlie Offertory the best Remedy for the Present Distress, te. 6d. per 100. 

The Roman not /Atf Catholic Clittrehr By an English Priest. 4d. 

The Holiness of a Christian Child : being an Earnest Appeal to all 
Christian Parents on the Regeneration of their Children in the 
Sacrament of Baptism. 3d . 

The Temples of the Holt Ghost : being a Second Earnest Appeal to 
all Christian Parents on the Regeneration of their Children In the 
Saerameot of Baptism. 8d. 

The Bible, the Bible only, and Nothing bat the Bible. Br Edmund 
Wteship. 4d. 

The Chnrch's Shadow. By the Rev. R. Tomlins. id. 

Ttaooilita on taming to the East. id. 

The Sacrifice of Easter Day, A Sermon on. Turned into English 
from the Anglo-Saxon of uElfric, sometime Axehbishop of Gan- 
Id. 



Ttoth* Id. or 95 for IS. (MU 

TbB English Churchman's Guide to the House of Prayer. By the Rer. 
R. B. Paul, M.A., Vicar of S. Augustine's, Bristol. Sd. 

United Responding, A Plea for. By the Rer. J. P. Hodgson, id. 

B&OAB 8BSBT8. 

Our Parish Church. Id., or 78. per 100. 

-The Bishop of New Jersey on the Offertory, te. 0d. per 100. 

The Creed as externally set fortii and enforoed by the Church Calendar. 

Price 4d. 
A TsbularVtow of Englidi History wHbOoUatnal Events, is. 
A Chart of Gospd Harmony. Od. 

Private Devotion. A Short Form for the use of Children, id. 
The Daily Ufe of the Christian Child, id. 
The Last Sleep of the Christian Child, id. 
Devotions for the Time of Dressing, l^d., or lOS. 0d. per 100. 
Devotions for the Time of Undressing. I ^d . 
Harmony of the Holy WeeV. Demy 4to., 3s. 6d. per 100. 
A Challenge to Dissenters* of whatever denomination. 8vo., Si. per 100. 
Directions fior the Loan's Day. 8vo., 3s. per 100. 
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OERTinCATE CABDS OF CONFIBMATION, &c. 

Qertilicates of Conflrmation and Holy Commimfon. Printed in refl 

and black, 2d., or Us. per 100; strong Paper cloth Envelopes for 

ditto, 48. per 100. Parchment ditto, 2d. each. 
CertiflcateB of fiaptism, Conflnnatiou, and First Communion. On a 

large Card. 2d., or Us. per 100. 
Cotiflcate of Confirmation and Commnnlon, on a beantifally Oma. 

mented large Card. 2d. j alao new design, sd. 
School Check Card. Ss. 6d. per 100. 
Kotice of Baptism. 28. 6d. per 100. 
My Duty at the time of Confinement. SB. 0d. per 100. 
Plain Beaaonafcnr vorshipph^ Oon in His Temple, id. 
Why do y ou turn to the East ? 2d. 
The Talisman. A Poem, by C A. M. W. 6d. 
How to Spend Sunday Well and Happily. Id., or 78. per 100. 
Address to Parents of Children at National and Sunday Schools. Id. 
A Few Words on the Blessed Sacrameot of the Lord's Supper. 2d.' 
The Sponsor's Duty, fox giving to Sponson at ttxe time of Baptism. 

Sa. 6d. per lOO. 

MISCia.LAKE0TJ8. 

Sveninga in the Pyrenees. Edited and arranged by Sellna Bunbury. 
fts. 

Oavis Botanica. A Key to the Study of Botany ; after liomens. It. 

The Young Nurse's Guide, or the Management of the Sick. By 
J. Curtis, M.R.C.S., F.Z.S. 2s. 

Advice to Young Married Women, by J. Curtis. M.R.C.S., F.Z.S. Is. 

Memorial* of the Highgate Cemetery : with an Essay, l s. 

Handbook for VisitarB to the Kensal Oreen Cemetery, is. 

The Moses* Response, a Conversational Game. By the MisBea 
Price. 2s. 6d. 

Hie Old Play- Goer, by William Robson. 79. 8d. 

Sinnett's Picture of Paris and its Environs, ss. 6d. 

A New Plan of Paris, with References. 2s. 

An Inquiry Relative to Various Important Paints of Beanwnship, by- 
Nicholas Tinmouth. 7s. 

Electro-Chemical Copying Book, in which a copy of a letter or paper 
may be taken without a press. Extra sice, 940 leaves, complete, 
with ink, sponge box, Ac, iss. 0d. 



LONDON I JOSSPH MASTERS, A3, ALDERSQATE STREET, 
AND 78, NEW BOND 8TRBBT. 



PUBLICATIONS OF THE 

ttccUaialofi^cal late CambriVgi C^tnlKn d^ocifl^. 

Pew Word« to Churchwardens on Churches and Choroh Onuun•n^. 

No. 1 Coantry Parishes. 3d., or Sis. per 100. 

No. a Town or Manofacturin^ Parishes. Sd. 
Few Words to Church Builders. Third edition, li. 
Appendix to a *' Few Words to Church Bailden.** 0d. 
Pew Words to Parish Clerks and Sextons. Country Parishes, Sd. 
Few Words to Qhurghwanleoi : abridged from the two traets. On a 

sheet. I d., or 78. per hundred. 
Advice to Workmen employed In Restorinf a Church, id. 
Advice to Workmen employed in Building a Church, id. 
Supplement to the First Edition of the '• History of Pnes»" ecmtaining 

the addltiona) mvtter. u. 
Twenty-four Reasons for getting rid of Church Pnes* Id.', or M. per 1 00. 
An Argument for the Greek Origin and Meaning of I H 8. is. 6d. 
On the History of ChfMailAltaHU <U. 

Church Schemes : Formp for the description of a Ch^xt^^ I p.^r #091. 
The ^port of the Society for 1847-S-0 j with a list of Members. Is. 
Ditfeo^ for I8A0, 1 , S, 3. is. 
The Transactions of the Cambridge Camden Sooietjr. Part I., «s. 6d. 

II., 6a. III., 7s. 6d. In ope vol. cloth, 10s. 
Working Drawings of the Middle-Pointcd Chancel of All Saints, Haw- 

ton,byMr.J. l4eKeox,8«D. AtUs foUo, sas. To Members, sis. 
Ohnnh of the Holyflepolehre 1 some account of Its Restoration. 0d. 
Exterior View of the wunc (as restored by ^e Cambridge Os^Nf P 

Society). Ss.Qd. 
Interior View of the same, taken allev iti EestorBtlon. la. 
lithpgnvh of the F6iit and Cover In the Chur^ of 8. Xdi|rard» Cam- 

bridge, is. 6d. plain, Ss.. India paper. 
Stalls and Scroenwork in S. Mary*s, lAncaster. is. 
FuneralB and Funeral Arrangementa. is. 
Illustrations of Monumental Brasses: with accompanying descrip. 

tiona and lithographs. In parts. Sa. plain } India-paper proon 

lOs. dd. 
rnstmmenta Ecclesiastica. Vol. 1 . iffl . its. M. 

Second Series, published on alternate months, price Ss. Od. each. 

Parts 1 too, now ready, containing Plan for Cemetery Chapel, Uch 

House, Desks, Gables, Wooden Churches, ftc. 



